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Febraio 2 1950 


Today is one of those still, cold, but utterly sun-drenched 
winter miracles that makes one think some birds are about (it’s 
true, one hears them) and if by chance the eye falls on the 
ground surely some tender shoot is seen pushing its proud little 
head above a terrace of fresh snow. 

Robert and I walk to the highway from whence he hitches to NYC 
and we talk like this: (or roughly, because, though this 
purports to be an accurate day by day account of what it means 
to live with a genius, I have never been known to tell even the 
Simplest anecdote faithfully. How, therefore can I be expected 
to render true so burgeoning a creature as Robert?) 

Becki: While I’m about it I shall get a little notebook 

to put it all down. It wouldn’t look 

professional all in scraps tied together with 

bobby pins. 

Robert: You shall do nothing of the sort (the parson). 

It occurs to me that I have a file in my desk 

marked BECKI and there are already two fresh 

notebooks with only one entry in each which you will kindly use. 
(The aggrieved tone because after all it is no comfort to think 
that one is reduced to being immortalized by one who may 

catch all the dross and omit all the fine or worse, omit 
everything entirely as has been my habit to date). 


Becki: But what if it turns out to be all about me and 
you are just the foil? It is a bad habit of mine 

but honestly I never can listen when anybody is 

saying anything bright. 


Robert: How true. That’s why Musa [Guston] is such a peach. 
In the morning I button hole her to the wall with a cup of 
coffee and talk for half an hour at a stretch without her 
interrupting once. And Goodie too. Three hours was a good bet 
with him. Of course I’m not fit to write after such an orgy. 


[page 2] 


It’s February 23 so its apparent I haven’t kept my books 
very faithfully. I’m listening to the Chopin Concerto No 2 and 
reminded painfully of Jacko’s valiant struggle with it under the 


aegis of Barzin. How it smote Robt I remember. The spectacle 
of first rate sensibility unable to find its natural habitat is 
always discouraging to Robt. But Jacko would have said, “well 
never mind,” her favorite phrase at the time. 


The galleys for Robt’s first review for the Nation have 
arrived; unchanged. So his spirits are exceptionally good (a 
ruddy prurience and peskiness runs concommitantly with the 
brimming). Also the boxing, parcelling, packaging, sorting 
ordering, rearranging, itemizing, cataloguing, chronicalling 
have begun in anticipation of the great exodus to Woodstock. I 
have never known one who loves to take stock the way this one 
does. And also, of course, of the state of his animus. But 
that is easily explained by the distinction between the sapient 
(which he is) and the sentient (which I am). When we were on 
our honeymoon I felt very romantic because Robt kept talking 
about he loved to have the suitcase under the bed ready to slip 
out at a moments notice and so to be off again. No one is more 
of a homebody than Robt. We have never been anywhere but what 
the kettle is out (figuratively) and all the appurtenances of 
the domestic regime neatly transplanted. 


Becki: I feel intensely lonely often in New York. So I 
walk a great deal hoping I’1l run into someone I 

know. 

Robt: My dear Becki, you don’t know the half of it. 


That’s exactly what I spend most of my time doing. And these 
last weeks are most treacherous. Nothing’s happened so far, 
nothing can conceivably happen now. But this will never be 
again I assure you. I’v simply come to realize it’s not for me. 
Bohemianism doesn’t exist any longer. Spare me that club of 
yours where the noise and smoke are altogether prohibitive 
anyway (maybe that’s the reason they have it. nobody has 
anything to say to anyone anyway.) We must be completely on our 
own. If the other comes fine but its not what we must look to 
nor deceive ourselves about any longer. 


Becki: But Rosenberg was there and I met Jean Garrigue 
on the way out.. 
Robt: I have nothing to say to either. I am to myself 


now entirely. I’m going to split up, divide like a simple cell 
to amuse myself. There is no joint up. My image shall be the 
monk. A monk’s life altogether ordered and controlled, sapient. 
You see I knew it before my IT told me in so many word. For 
years I’ve been wearing my hair like one. 


With geniuses it is not difficult to live alienly because 
being makers they can resort to homemade orders which are as 


implacable as those imposed from the outside. How they compose 
them, modify them and make them habitable - becomes their style. So with 
Robt. 


[taped to the bottom of page 1] 
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Febraio 27 


Not that caring for an energetic child is difficult in itself 
but it’s misleading. There is a lull and one thinks, o good I 
can write that letter or think out that thought. Never. One 
finally accedes: determines not to trust oneself to anything but 
rearing during waking hours. But what a delicatesse is the 
moment when snug-a-bed little lucifer lies and I creep 
stealthily out of the room. 

My poor Robt must have felt quite inhuman these last few days 
with Roger, roger, roger. However I hereby vow to be amogliati 
in every way. When I think of Robt now I think of compromise 
(in the most celestial sense). And never helplessly or 
unconsciously but with what rumbles of Calvin in him. (Why is 
it such a temperament will alliance itself with Jew-Magyar? ) 
Compromise is only possible in this sense when there is clear 
end in view. Few can be found dedicated to an end (the nature 
of which I understand but have difficulty articulating) in quite 
the way Robert is. At the core is optimism pure and simple, 
Faith (but not a traditional solution and singlehandedly) and 
compassion (understanding). How to kill Lucifer (ego) seems to 
be the problem of the psychiatrist (I’m too certain that he has 
never killed his own Lucifer 9 x out of 10 and so can’t really 
be of much use) and Robt’s on the way to doing it through 
compromise, and utterly alone. Compromise Lucifer until the 
poor devil doesn’t dare become impertinent in a real test (let 
him grumble a little at home now and then; it would be no fun at 
all to smother him up altogether). It’s especially awkward to 
put it down because when I imply winning the goal I almost name 
the triumph of Lucifer. And if I put it the other way, “to lose 
is to win” I run the risk of being tendentious. Perhaps it is 
wiser to say Lucifer doesn’t really die he is transformed into 
workability. And having gone this far it is one step only to 
proclaiming him a divine responsibility. 

Semantics have eclipsed Robt for the moment. I can’t remember 
any of the things he might have said in the last few days but 
I’ve been thinking in general of how it is to be married to him 
and it comes out very well indeed. How safe I really feel. 

(And I don’t mean superficially). A gypsy doesn’t exist except 
by its opposition to established order, and I don’t think a 


gypsy has an ineluctable dark hole: he is quite a mass of pits 
and crevices. Robt is smooth and glossy but I have seen the 
dark hole (very infrequently) and it doesn’t alarm me. It is 
the knowledge (or the priviledge) of the dark hole that can save 
the gypsy. And I think it’s what I meant when I said Lucifer 
can be outmoded; when the darkhole dares to expose itself. 


[taped to page 3] 


February 1953 

Too much honesty is a dangerous thing. We are all 
concerned with it to a point where we cannot move into 
relations of plain beautiful plasticity because it may not 
seem to be what we ‘truly believe.’ It seems to be a 
feminine failing (see commentary on Dika Newlin and Cage); 
the masculine tendency is to ‘want to be provoked’ and by 
anything, I think, sometimes, merely in order to keep at 
it. Whereas in the name of honesty and one’s own true self 
often a woman will lie dormant and infertile for years. 
Occasionally shaken into activity by some purely extra 
-aesthetic contingency. 


Philip [Guston] said of his own recent paintings 
(provokingly icily received) that in five years they will 
be ‘wanted’ and it is no doubt true. The picture (red, 
black) done recently after his change of heart has great 
weight now, sustains and looks masterful (where, as I 
remember my initial impression of it at the Whitney, it 
seems understated, almost timorous, next, say to de Kooning 
(who looks vulgar to me now). Interesting to note that the 
youngest generation, those just out of school and college 
must look upon him with awe and total comprehension. After 
all it is a sign that he recognizes the movement of Picasso 
as that of ‘one’ giant and not the inexorable way way of 
all. So, now in his ripeness he can make a step back to 
affirm his status as just such a one. 


It will never be remembered that the important thing for us 
now is risk, accident, total submersion etc. etc. The 
credo will vanish but the few pictures remain. 


I did not have so much the sense of life in the Stable show 
as I did at the 9th St. Thought the paintings were likely 
no worse. A year or so seems to diminish the effect of so 
much indulgence. Ideas don’t sustain pictures even if the 
idea is to have no ideas. The movement was attractive 
because it was so ‘open’, attractive to real artists who 
need to sound their notions from time to time but being 
open means you have the very best but also the very worst. 


I sense, not only in myself, the tendency to go back to the 
figure and all the trappings of the studio. Where it has 
happened so far it is too dreadful for words, formula-bound 
and cold as a fish. It is possible to look upon the 
‘movement’ as merely a way of liberating constipated 
brushes provided we see (and I expect to) paintings much as 
they have always been; that is, with iconography (perhaps 
more rudimentary than ever) but it cannot seem to extricate 
itself at the moment from the tit-tat-toe of each painter’s 
individual formula acquired over the years. Just as he has 
rid himself of all he knows about how to paint a figure, 
so, I suppose, must he rid himself of all he has discovered 
painting in its essential to be before he can go back and 
look at the figure again. Painting seems to [be] a 
perennial chase after the ‘innocent’ eye. On the other 
hand, when I think of Philip he has done none of these 
things but hovered close as possible to certain ways of the 
masters. He seems to have his ‘technique’ in readiness to 
pounce. There is always about his work especially the ones 
we see for the first time that sense of forces marshalling, 
billeting and a scurrying of messengers but no real battle 
being fought. (His favorite pictures are battle scenes of 
Piero and Uccello and they are as serene, plastically as 
the singing angels of the van Eycks) There are battles 
fought in Cezanne, Van Gogh etc. because they have their 
eye on nature (or their notion of it) and have eternally 
before them the ineluctable modality of pigment/ real 
things to make sense of. There is no’ game’ set up for us 
to play. The pity of it. Motherwell’s distinction about 
the two kinds of painters, Egyptian and Rembrandtian, 
suddenly seems superficial. Such a definition only makes 


one think of all the exceptions or the sub-categories; in 
short, can become an interesting academic game. Somewhere 
in this business of discovering who fights and who marshals 
a more comprehensive psychology seems possible. 


[taped to page 4] 
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At last myself is to be my true subject. I’ve worked out 
of joy and the comfort of being loved, flattered. Out of 
the materials of youth, in the form of arrogance, 
motherhood and its emotional backwash, love and its 
encompassing wish to bring gifts. I would gather all my 
gifts for the beloved, dispel them in one breath if it were 
desired of me. I know unspeakable self pity. I know I am 
betrayed and I know also that there can be not one scrap of 
body-ease possible, no comfort but the possible sustaining 
one that I have the most unrewarding, difficult and 
inaccessible subject of all to sweat through to. Everyday 
I will know my cold self. 

(I’ve betrayed my beloved because he didn’t love me; weak, 
indulgent, a shambler. But only in my thoughts, never in 
the world.) I’ve paid for my guilt or worked for it but 
now I am reprieved, my penance accomplished, recognized, 
and I’m given the gate. I suppose I would rather have the 
gate closed upon me and live in the imaginary day dream (or 
the prison of this affliction) than this, because still I 
am in some way connected with it. 

I wanted a little glory hand in hand with my beloved. That 
was really wicked. Thank goodness it cannot be for the 
sake of my limelight loving character. Every dog has his 
day but this isn’t mine. I think he is unjust. I want 
many things but now I’1l settle for a little candor. It is 
true when love is betrayed all parts dissolve. Pride 
weeps, understanding absconds with the better part of hope; 
faintness of the body, and all the good days of good 
weather cannot touch but bring painful nostalgia. I want 
to go to a public place where I can weep outrageously. I 
am in mourning and ought to be allowed that priviledge. I 


made every weak inside without the normal channels cut for 
easy emotional give and take. I am full of tenderness 
really but would turn my back on a bereavement, even my 
own. I am made unspeakably awkward; I am made full of 
shame for all I do. Go away you, scat and begone my 
bygone. You, who would wait to salve your conscience for 
the judicious moment (for you) though a sea of misery could 
pass (surely you might apprehend some of it) in a solid 
year of pain. 


I thank God for my husband who doesn’t love me but who 
brings me insights. And now I will work out of my sorrow. 
Even though the name of it is vulgar. I will then work 
with the vulgar which is something of my truth. And I need 
not be dainty but am powerful and will flex those muscles 
and make them stretch very far over the world. Paint it 
with myself. 


[page 5] 
January 30 1954 


In the summer | had reached the critical impasse. | had inevitably to realize 
and accept the impossibility of going back to the free-born, fluent prolific 
state of innocence. Few past solutions could have meaning for me again. 
The idea of maturity appalled me because | knew unconsciously that to be 
responsible for my acts would be the death of my spontaneity. 


| believe I’m about to accept it. I’m growing into the idea. 


| don’t suppose | can call myself an artist any longer having shed one coat - 
about to assume another. 

When young it is easy to say ‘I am an artist.’ One has free choice in the 
matter of who he is. Now it is more likely |am_a shadow who must be 
bodied forth. 


My lamentable particular weakness is a lack of feeling for things, in nature - 
in people for that matter. When we are given into consciousness we evoke 
our death. It becomes my subject. 


But | must feed from myself not for myself. Now it must be that | 
build for greater breadth or my subject will be painfully restricted. But | 
must kill the lime-light-love in me. 


Looking back | see that all has been seen in relation to the mediocre. 
[page 6] 


of a great painter: you can never predict what the next picture will look like, 
but you can never mistake it either. 


| ought to be able to look at my contemporaries with a less jaundiced eye. | 
ought to be able to see that they are equally responsible to their vision as | 
want to be to mine. 


But Philip can bend over backwards (though it may be mere talk) in 
approval of painters so inferior they wouldn’t bear mentioning with him, if it 
weren't for their liking his work. 


One generally works so much better within categories imposed from the 
outside. That is, with the exception of the artist. He cannot abide other 
than his own categories. 


excerpt letter to Meyer Schapiro 
Dec 1953 
[taped to page] 

It is such a drawing and drawings of the 
Masters in general which are meat and bread for other 
artists and upon which their independance depends. Its 
appeal has to do with the very personal quest the 
painter is always making in search of the innocent eye. 
In this drawing something is happening unconsciously 
which we do consciously today. Our paintings today 
look like the drawings of the Masters but lack that 
innocence. 

I should not have said the product of one 
artist becomes the subject of another; but, the 
unconscious subject of one becomes the conscious 
subject of the other. 


[page 7] 
Dec 26 1953 


Dear world. With the flying of these last months some of my 
depression has eased. | am only nervous and faintly agitated but | don’t 
feel as if it were my last day. 

With the making of Christmas I’ve discovered something about my 
process: that delight in discovering what one really likes to paint. To begin 
with banners and a plethora of synthetic details; and to find in the mass of 
them one area often gratuitous, with no connection to the subject one is 
depicting, where one’s imagination suddenly takes hold. And then to 
proceed from the one moment into another picture with something more 
allied to that place where one has had delight, - as a subject. And then to 
find the subject that entirely involves this things, and finally to be free to 
paint the thing itself. Maybe, one goblet . . is enough? If it is where one 
truth lies. 


[page 8] 


Jan4 1954 

Something is missing from my conviction. It has to do with the sense that 
art doesn’t breed art. Before the paintings one’s hand ought to be tied behind 
one’s back some of the time, which is what the ‘object’ does; because too much 
of the time the artist is being too judicial of the look of the thing at any given 
moment. We so much know this fact, that we encourage the unconscious 
rhythms by myriads of conscious devices. But rarely succeed in becoming a true 
vessel to bear the gift. 

Art is boring today for this reason. 

Art must have been boring for those painters who became the 
Impressionists. Debussy knew of their declamatory Impasse. 


What stands in the way of my discovering truth in nature is the years I’ve painted 
with my back to nature. My cultivation of the delectation of pure painting makes 
me too conscious of the brush striking canvas, and the object slips away. When | 
was younger | was able to make a calculated abstraction of all the planes in the 
object: | didn’t know about style, had developed none, | didn’t expect to do 
anything but remain faithful. It is a much better way in the end to come upon a 
true style. Cezanne’s, Monet’s way. 

style is to style — verses 


nature is to style 


[page 9] 
Jan 27, 1954 


| am sickened by the so seductive contemporary trap - tardy hang over of 
dada-all-is-pointless school - which too easily becomes: everything is meaningful. 
Our hesitations, limitations, our Summa of Enovs Academy. When the Truth 
becomes a shrug (which it may well be) made articulate, apotheosized, | know it 
for pure pose. So much for you my dear young L. Rivers - and your entire ilk. 
And | know you for a dada enough to agree with me. 

Integrity is something one earns. 


| intend to be more selective of what | consider my works henceforth. 
Works which are connections interest us because the process is laid bare and 
the human displaces the Olympian for a moment. But only because it identifies 
us with the maker, not for the thing itself. Remember that. 


* 


Jan 31 1954 


Basi stands before Robert as the embodiment of material temptation. And 
before me. | am strengthened by Robert’s endurance and will give the lie to the 
weakness of womankind by abetting it. 


* Robert: The mistakes of the Masters are only for other artists. 


[page 10] 
February 5 1954 


When we have reached the nadir of pain we see how much our manhood 
or womanhood is at stake. My pain is in watching Robert unable to express his 
and take sympathy. A man who speaks truth (uncalculatingly) suffers not half so 
much. To be oneself and express one’s pain most of the time is to be pretty 
unfettered. 


One has to learn to be true as with any thing else. 
Feb. 13 1954 


There are times when a person cannot be a human being, does not want 
to, ought not have to. It is not compatible with an artist to live for someone else. 


Feb 18, 1954 


| went back to the Egan Gallery to see the 2 pictures of Philip’s again. 
Their perfection makes one think of Auden’s/Robert’s ‘Art is not enough!’ Philip 
perfects just short of the large statement, just short of great, have even vulgar, 
humanity. There is a faintly precious air, as is with Monet, or specialty. It is in all 
the artists he admires: Turner, Monet, Quardi, Cavelletto. 

Philip in every day seems to feel 


[page 11] 
[top of page] But one is always conscious of the ‘art.’ 


that life is nothing. He’s been cheated. 

Art must take its place. | wonder if the world he creates is not such a 
perfect place on his canvasses (even in its sometimes somber way) for this 
reason. though he is not with the first rank of painters of this time (Picasso, 
Matisse) he is better than anyone else painting today. His hand is so 
unmistakeable. One could not fail to recognize his touch. 


We played a Piston quartet with a prelude of puns on the name - “We make the 
little joke of course,” last night. But | remember nothing of it except that it was 
direct, intricate, well-made but not inspired. And then Louis wanted to play 
Beethoven op 59 no3. What about that slow movement? It makes one weep. It 
is on the verge of being mundane, like a barcarolle. It is definitely water music. | 
think the spacing, or the drawing, of the intervals, the coming in of the octaves is 
what gives an ethereal glaze over the rollicking rhythms [sketch] heaven and 
earth. 





| wish we didn’t have to use that most tempting of all subjects: art. Sometimes, 
it’s our only true one. 


What Auden’s Sea and The Mirror! makes me want to do is read the Tempest 
again. 
[page 12] 


One is always talking about the imaginative child; the inspired fanciful one. 
Roger, writing in his diary every day, dates with precision, names and events of a 
dry reality, is for the very prosaic nature of his play, more imaginative than 
another living in those moments an adult life. 


Jan 20 1954 


Do not be afraid to live from day to day. Admit it: you enjoy lolling on the 
bed with books, letting others think for you. 





1 http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The Sea _and_ the Mirror 





| am reading Virginia Woolf’s Diary. | feel so close to her as an artist. But | 
can’t make it clear here because, irrevocably, she uses her art even in her most 
personal moments; talking to herself, the language most flows like water - and 
words, after all are not my metier. And speaking of water, it is for her as for me a 
pervasive symbol. Her figures flourish in a sort of amniotic flux. And to describe 
her novels would be like describing the face of the ocean in its potent, variability. 
It sends up shoots of light in unexpected places. And water of all matter, seems 
most concerned with TIME. 

My sea is in myself: the interior lakes, the coves safeguarding certain quiet 
ships, the sometimes feverish gorge. | think of floods and ebbs, water coloring 
stone, rain. 

(| deserve a bathtub after all these years) 


[page 13] 


Virginia Woolf might not have been an artist if she hadn’t remained very young. 
She waits to “appear a success even to her self.” 


Must | accept what the canvas gives if it is less than | expect? 
Is a writer always in his beginnings the way a painter is? 


Jan 21 

Reading V.W.’s diary | have an enviable sense of a life in which art is 
possible. My life is constituted of chores not conventions. Whatever patterns 
belong to physical survival. | never had the formal but | miss it. | would like a 
time for everything and not this chaos which puts so much the blame on oneself 
for . . not being ‘meaningful’ all the time. 


Or is my way not going to be a graceful way ever? My barren moments are 
never used for anything. 

The Prix de Rome is out. No sign. There cannot be another year like this. 
This is marking time to the grave. 


Is Robert right? How can he judge another’s truth? Only if he believes he 
has found his own and traces back the stages accordingly. 


[page 14] 


[circled] | would like to take a slice out of the big important pie. | want to be 
bigger than | am perhaps. My talent is a special graceful thing - not awkward, 
humane, showy. [end circle] | don’t believe this! 


Art may not be possible because we have trained in no disciplines. But | don’t 
believe that either. Art is possible because I’m here to make it. | must not 
confuse art with what others think is important. Please, dear god, help me never 
to use the word again in public. I’ve put myself at the mercy of prigs and fools 
like J. Dunbar or even Titta. 

It may be so little of the good flame in me but it must be fine, brave. 


No figures of speech come to dance attendance on me in this medium - but | like 
it for that reason. Always to know, make it clean; that is the purpose or why 
bother. 


| should ask myself what kind of a sufferer Dr. Asch is: A brave valiant little 
man who wouldn’t appreciate being mentioned here. | wonder, knowing himself 
cheated, whether he would ever admit it to anyone. | tease him. It’s the only 
way. Show him you don’t see. The burden will be less. 
[page 15] 


There is some tenacity in me. Beginning tomorrow I’m going to keep some 
resolutions. The smoking after all proves something. Though I'll let myself have 
a few butts on the side. 


| like V.W.’s diary because though it has inescapably to do with art its surface is 
not glassy-smooth and there is a quality of after thought about it. Here and there 
a scrap is tacked on. It is one way to preserve the truth which grows in time - 
often from moment to moment; (collage-like effect) - (collage . . . a series of 
afterthoughts. )* 


Awriter always has something, has he not? He has his metaphor, his 
insight, his characters, his plot; and even though nothing is written, they can 
furniture his mind: they are ‘made’ or 

ready-made features. The painter can keep none of this 
paraphernalia about. He’s always working with water. One stroke, 
all is lost. 


Virginia Woolf was ‘critical’ before she dared to be creative. 

Robert must have a similar responsibility to his very large intelligence. 
V.W. had first to sift her sensibility through the sieve of her intellect. Not a 
born vessel of grace but a refined instrument. Having reckoned with what 
she knew her gift never faltered. She could have gone on writing forever. 





Becki it’s going to be hard from now on. [extends to bottom of next page] You 
played away on your instrument before it was conditioned for all kinds of 
temperatures. It may not be able to bear the cold. 


[page 16] 


Edna’s baby will very likely be born tonight. I’m looking back and wondering 
where have fled my happy proud little moments. | guess nobody whose opinion | 
care in the least about has said anything kind or flattering to me, has liked or 
bothered to regard what I’ve done in a number of years. Have | done such an 
irresponsible thing to come out into the world a little early? They are a little 
precious, Musa and Philip, after all. It is a plain awkwardness not to be loved. 
Musa is all aglow these days. Her patience and martyrdom has paid off both as 
regards Philip and Ingie. Ingie is a model child. It is her turn to feel arrogant, 
loved, bossy and feminine; to be loved in spite of everything. Maybe | want to 
remain a child for this reason: to be loved in spite of everything. On her side, 
Ingie loves very little. | want to be like her, not to have to love so very much but 
in the same breath to be certain of the love | evoke. In these ways Roger knows 
more than Ingie already. 


Nobody has ever taken me seriously, and that hurts my pride now, since there is 
nothing else to count on or take its place. 


* 
AFTERTHOUGHT : The gratuitous elements in a picture; the 


decorations, the texturising and beautifying; the side of painting 
which knows the ravages of time. 


[page 17] 
Jan 27, 1954 


We ought never be in cahoots with children, delicious as it appears to be, 
else they walk all over one. 


I’ve been considering the format: the word has been in my head all day. 
word or idea? on what way has it to change for change it must in the course of 
painting. First we change the rhythm or temporality. Because things made can 
only be apprehended in time. The whiteness and uniformity our eyes slip over 
quickly; the “paintedness” makes us jerk to a halt: The scale has changed then. 
The format, the edge of the picture. (When painted) lost some of its intensity (the 
only thing precise about the naked canvas.). 





[page 18] 
March 1, 1954 

It’s not that my muse is sluggish but my subject doesn’t convince me. Or 
maybe | have not really gotten into it yet. 

It’s really a good subject. But | ‘feel’ rather than ‘know’ it. | must know it or 
it can’t be translated. 

I’m moving into more treacherous waters technically. My relations are 
becoming closer and closer: less brilliant, staccato - more lento. | must have a 
sense of the waters leaping out, pouring eternally, 
rather like a fountain (that is, with a sense of return) than a torrent. 

Marcia Nardi 

| knew the body a sea will be with me a long time as so far I’ve scarcely 
displaced the surface waters. But | feel after all how rich a muse it is; how many 
fathoms deep | can go dredging up by - subjects. 


| will consider my long green picture finished. It is tender and understated - 
maybe a little timid yet it’s the first one of my new subject and does not look as if 
it had been hard to paint, which lord knows it was. 


| must have another long one and it will not be an etude this time. | see figures at 
a table. 

[page 19] 
Why artists should try criticism: responsibility for establishing values. In painting 
there has been no equivalent to Pound and Eliot. Possibly Motherwell though | 
believe him partly responsible for the emphasis on purely personal values, but 
better than anarchy. 


March 2 

I’m stopping work for a minute. | can’t contain myself. | hear cat birds and 
young crows. The day is as balmy as May. Pause for the laundry man to 
interrupt my idyll. 


Robert thinks well of my long picture. Does it show? The conscience in 
the thing, that is. All | can think of is the arduousness of those months making it. 
| never had much joy with it. Though it makes me stronger in my method. So it 
is my way to glaze and scrape and deliberate and be indecisive. 

It isn’t altogether building a place, making an environment in which it will happen. 
| paint also with a sense of futurity: how this stroke will call into being yet another. 





The subtlest temptation of all is the being willing to believe that ‘THINGS 
BEING as THEY ARE’ it is not expected of us to make the Quest. 


| see my life ahead as an infinity of variations on this theme; being tempted by 
things in disguise. 

[page 20] 
| ought not listen to Marcia because she believes women are weaker, more 
susceptible and more excusable. | can also be tempted, not by need, but by 
vacuity. Ought |, because | know | need to know,* excuse my flesh’s weakness? 


What if the greatest temptation were to give up role of woman for artist? Or the 
other way? What if the folly is to believe that they are incompatible? 

“What | know | need to know is how much at the mercy of someone’s need my 
spirit/flesh is willing to be. I’m approaching what | mean but this isn’t quite right. 
| have only to go one step farther to come to this: what hidden scruple blocks the 
unborn spring in me, keeps it from irrigating my soil. To what ends will | dare go 
to release this source. Whaat if | risk everything but the stone won’t be budged? 
And what if there is no source; or it’s long been drained dry. 





We must always be greatful to the cubists who brought back to Western 
painting a sense of the thinness of things. Not merely that canvas is flat but that 
within a fraction of an inch can slip all the elements in a painting quite 
comfortably. 

[page 21] 
[pasted in] 
March 12 1954 
An ominous wind is lapping the water out of the puddles. 
Life is a very grave affair. 
I’m grateful for my trip to NY because I’ve been made to 
fall in love again with oil painting. The stroke in oil is 
the printed word or a bar of music. I spent two days in 
the met. I find it difficult to get around in the picture 
galleries and wish the galleries had been arranged along 
Side a large central hall and then one would know where to 
find one’s pets. They have translated the court and pool 
into a lunch room which looks like a movie set; I can hear 
the cry, ‘strike the sets’. All might just as well vanish 
in an instant; nobody would be the wiser. However, the 
Pictures! I really wanted only to look at oil painting, 
western and late; my passion for the primitives no longer 


abides with a few exceptions: my beloved Roger, the Joos 
Van Gent canvas! so timorous, and, Sasetta. 

I suppose one reason I am not as moved by Tintoretto as i 
ought is that it is the Unformula-ness which moves me most 
in painting and Tintoretto is all formula. The big miracle 
is pasticcio; a heaping together of large and small 
vignettes in a landscape drawn with arrogant calculation. 
It looks very oriental in that all shadowing and decoration 
is made with contouring rhythmic strokes like chinese 
water; as if they were, the strokes, a symbol for 
something. We cannot think we see real earth and flesh. 
Aha he is a very contemporary type painter.) But I mustn’t 
forget the something crucial (or the new dimension?) 
brought into painting. It may not be a real corporality 
but it is genuine Flight, Apprehension, and death. 


What else did I consider? I loved the Goya portrait of the 
woman in pink satin. I’ve never seen such sentimental 
Satin such inelegant satin. I insist he had no ‘technique’ 
or he didn’t use one or he was even more sensitive than we 
conceive. No, no technique. Think how the figures are 
generally placed. They are right in the middle, a little 
too low; they don’t ‘command’ they don’t gesture (if they 
do they look a little silly). BUT in appearance the most 
psychologically naked, exposed, shamefaced characters ever 
come upon. They are the most present of all portraits. 
They are not mysterious like Rembrandt but how much later? 
He had seen too much human evil and weakness. They all 
look as though they had been painted naked first and then 
the black and white satin in various tones, sometimes 
leaving a patch of flesh here and there exposed. 

Now the wind is beginning to open the doors. Robert is 
getting the flu; we must watch and forestall. 


The Poussins look as though each area, each drapery was 
dyed in a separate vat; brilliant but unlit. How 
incalculably different from the light-intoxicated Titian 
nudes. Poussin like Tintoretto never plays. I love the 
painters who, when they have done their subjects up 
according to all the best requirements, dare have a free- 


for-all in cloth and landscape, spend themselves a little 
on things having only to do with the mysteries of oil 
paint. Maybe if the scale of a Poussin were reduced 5 
times we might have an impressionist picture. 


I think because she was a woman I was terribly curious to 
see the Rosa Bonheur. No, in the end she does not or 
cannot make a man painter envious (am I suddenly a 
feminist). It is altogether too studious though what 
formidable knowledge; too conscientious but brave with 
movement (women seldom do much in this department). 
There’s no wit, no air no ambiguity (except where the 
problems were not solvable). 


I must ask someday but am too sleepy now, how that hand or 
those hands of Mezzetin came to be. The summation of 
abstraction, intellect, and love. It, they, are one of the 
truths of painting. I loved the Fragonards this time. I 
don’t ever laugh at painting but I did this time. The 
painting in them is the wittiest nonsense in the history of 
art. There is nothing new under the sun. I’m disappointed 
because I don’t like any of the Delacroix’s. I think they 
are bad examples. I will come to it. 


Fantin Latour is the Eakins of France. That Golden Pyramid 
of a pinkish woman with a parrot. It is definitely the 
best Manet at the Met. I wish I had seen the Whistlers and 
Sargents but I didn’t think of the Americans. The 
Grissaille Odalisque of Ingre is repulsive; it’s too shiny. 


With cubism the light went out. [end of taped page] 


[small piece of Vassar College stationary] 
I. The quality of of loneliness. 
J. What, after all, do we have to praise, scourge, sing 
about? 
K. The real meaning of 
[back] 


being at stake: to go too far; to chance one’s own 
mark. 
L. The inside look. [end of card] 


[page 22] 
March 22, 1954 





Poor wonderful neglected place. | mean to be studious (in all things) and 
cannot be gypsy. This could be like the confessional: a license to sin again. 

| could ask myself 100 times how right | am in my morality. | find | am 
confused. | must listen to others. 

So, becoming more inevitably myself in my work, no magic hand holds my 
brush. So | know how it comes to pass. The spell can be broken again and 
again and I’m the mere carpenter making nice joints. 

Is it the price of consciousness, all blessings fall to us too late. 

Light, that’s the it of painting. The cheeky white lying beneath the surface. 
The singular spot light. The created source. 


To bring gifts is one of the necessities of a lover. It’s a give-away. 
March 24 1954 


It is the nature of painting always to be in its beginnings; else, 
MANNERISM. The most tragic example of mannerism is self-imitation: to lose 
the real urgency of one’s subject. 

To be in love is to be in a state of profound awkwardness; to be insufficient, 
fainting, to have childish needs. 

It can be a state where one may not be a lover but needs to be loved. 


[page 23] 
Sometimes the artist’s relation to the world is like the lover who cannot believe he 
is loved in return but yearns to be. Like the lover, he makes a big point of 
rejecting and rejecting, hoping it need not be; maybe in the end, he will lift his 
eyes to discover that he counted after all. 


Poor Philip 


Sometimes | find | am so steadfast and sometimes such a shambler - so without 
convictions. 


Robert looks at me when we play the slow movement of op. 59 no 3 and says, 
‘you know what that means?’ And | give him his favorite answer: “a cry after a 
lost innocence.” It is a paen to not being at the mercy of one’s nature. Art is 
better. It is a boat song a voyage out of the body’s pain into the greenest 
meadow of a minuet where only abstract values count, and there is a heaven and 
a father. It’s music requiring redemption. 


[page 24] 
April 1 1954 


Robert sick; Roger sick. Such a week. Today we drove out to the gorge - 
and | don’t want to look - not at this, my most secret subject. | want to discover it 
each day in my room. Like all good unendingly grandiose spectacles, it took 
centuries to produce. It reminds me of Tristan and Isolde. The water cutting 
through tier over tier of rock growing finer, more cruel, fine as a knife like a blade 
in in the heart, an open cut almost invisible but the life blood seeps out eternally. 

To be an artist means one can be very wise indeed recognizing how 
childish one is; one can use it as subject matter; or one can regret it terribly. But 
how powerless to make one’s behavior change. Forgive me all of you. 

New records: Beethoven op 130, Bartok 3 + 4. We are at a loss with the 
Bartoks. So, they are fearfully involuted. Neither do they carry us into their 
world. Patience! I’m trying to put my finger on the quality uniquely Beethoven. | 
think it is this: no matter how complete the individual phrase is there is a 
something wanting: it, the phrase, doesn’t sit down, but within, often underslung, 
is the restless voice of one instrument saying: ‘you are wrong, I’m not of this 
phrase but of the next.’ And it’s true of the rhythm. Those long codas are right 
hence; nothing more is to be said on the subject. 


[page 25] 


For the timorous dank of envy, for the fear that I’ll never see the world’s objects, a 
black mark! All is accessible to me if | only take the trouble to perforate my black 
box and let the light in. Oh, | say, my day dreams need some little refurbishing 
else | dress in velvet and satin a country bumpkin and lead out for the grand 
march with a prince charming whom all can see for a vaporous fool. 


| will write here someday of the dire plot I’m concocting with my heart. 
Why are we always looking for a hurt? I’m feeling fidean [?]. 


April 2 


Write it in your book how cruel it is. Ask when it will pass, the pressure 
ease. Why do | persist in believing that something good can come of it when | 
know if it should come, it would anyway be too late. Am | making this all up 

God help me? Nothing has meaning but everything is a sign. 

Preserve me from anyone else’s pain for a while; I’m so absorbed in my 
own. | should grapple onto those moments of pure sanity, remember them in the 
daily grind as true Bedouin Oases. 

Has anyone ever said ‘stay, stay stay with me a while’ to me and did | 
refuse them? 

[page 26] 
April3 1954 


What an extravagant rustling goes on outside. The temperature drops to 
18. Last year’s few leaves remaining to the oaks are bleached to an incredible 
pinkness. 


April 4 1954 


Our pasty-faced languid wasteful days, these days when hours are 
deliberately made to dribble away in fretful boredom! How many can we abide 
with the time running out? 

Robt + Philip, both with colds and feeling expendable came together, a 
bottle between them, to talk about ‘art.’ We agree, - in music, Beethoven, in 
painting, Rembrandt (the first modern), in literature, Shakespeare. We agree, we 
want the human element. That ‘hermitic’ something which crept into the studio 
with the painter at the beginning of this century is the kill-joy of making pictures. 

Philip says | want to stay alive as bearably as possible. That’s the first 
premise. After that, because I’m practiced in the craft of painting and know no 
other | paint. 

Robert would like to be a man of letters like Yeats or Auden: busy in the 
way any average man is plying his trade. 


[page 27] 
April6 1954 


We went to Mohonk to play chamber music. I’ve never seen anything on 
such a scale before. At the onset down at the foot of the mountain (and the 
mountain is a long flat shoulder like a raised broad bar in a plateau) one goes 


through a massive stone arch which is an abutment of a little castle of a gate 
house. Then loopingly up the mountain marvelously fertile with neat farms, silos 
and outbuildings. Half way up an entire little town which is the pilot house. A 
pilot then directs us to the hotel; along the way through the trimmed woods one 
sees suggestive glimpses of a view piling up on the right hand side and as we 
approach the summit this tender domestic landscape is met suddenly by what 
must be the entire Catskill range rolling and trembling in an ecstatic panorama. 
The hotel itself is somebody’s vision. It crouches over the lake, not a large one 
but like a deep cool basin set in polished graven boulders. On the one hand the 
lake, on the other the view and the building itself a totally Victorian American 
hodge-podge: Swiss Chalet, Romanesque, French chateau, Tudor, Moorish, 
Buddhist, wood, stone, wrought iron. Interminable porches, arches; additions 
pushed up against each other so that the entire 
[page 28] 

becomes one impossible flank against the panorama. The garden is chiefly 
behind and around the lake, unselfconsciously sporting pergolas and rock 
gardens, rustic benches, shade trees, picturesque walks. No statuary, no niches. 
It must be breathtaking when in bloom. The entire mountain promises laurel 

And outbuildings - a conglomerate assortment. 

The Smillys [?] have an unpleasant house with a porch all around which is 
entirely penned up for a black crow. It has no character inside; obviously 
‘unvisual’ types. Dan Smilly | could not have predicted. He appears bookish 
weary, clergy-man-like (but he looked me up and down in a faint embarrassment) 
colorless but gathered together. | doubt that he ever gets off the mountain. 
There is nothing at all sinister as | suppose | secretly expected. The life looks as 
if it turns on an invisible spit over an aged fire, toasting nicely but never a scorch 
or a drop of fat making a sizzle in the fire. It was unseemly of us to talk about the 
atom bomb | felt. 


April 7, 1954 


The work doesn’t go because | am a coward. Behold Louis, bravely sailing 
into dense impasto, beautiful, painting but about what? No heart heat. I’m 
placing much to much hope in Yaddo. | believe the change capable of pro- 

[page 29] 

ducing brave results. And what if | can’t go? This is a bad year for me in point of 
exterior luck. There, | know, if nothing else, | may have again some sense of 
myself as a person. Out of this world for a while where my failure is visible on all 
sides - and lord knows my impoverished resources don’t buoy me up. | want to 


be arrogantly imperturbable. If it should not materialize | think | will go away by 
myself for a few days, cost what it may. 


True, if the feeling is right all elements bow into place. Artifice, or the 
sense of it, vanishes. But how to sustain feeling over long long months? | want 
to concretize my interior seascape. | want it to be a reality. | want, in that world, 
the sense that a change is possible like great portraits: if we turn our backs the 
figures may walk out of the picture. O yes, yes some day | will come back to the 
figure, but first the world in its neonate state. | am beginning to care deeply what 
| paint. | guess I’m not a modern. Yes, of course, it is that - not caring what one 
paints, - which is the something crept into the studio and made the artists 
superior to his work, - and took away his delight! Most painting is about 
something (i.e. painting) not a thing itself today. 

[page 30] 
Inordinate accessibility, morally, aesthetically (so much liberty, in short) illimitable 
choice, has made us timorous decorators of the most ephemeral moments, mere 
states of consciousness. 

The only idea ever useful has come after praxis (A Phelpsianism) 


One of the greatest human benefactions was the faith in something bigger 
than self. Self as all is annihilating. | wish | could be not so important. 


Robert and | were talking yesterday about his first true image; the gift, one 
might say, of a superior consciousness though not necessarily an artistic one, 
producing a subject for some kind of a ‘maker.’ And | said how much the figure 
moved me and how dearly | wanted all these years to bring about a happening 
sufficiently dense and potent to excite the maker in Robt and now have one but 
dare not bring it out in the open. 

[page 31] 
April 16 1954 


My impatience for Yaddo knows no bounds. Here, already with only 2 
weeks to go | pack iron; go through all my things with a taylor’s eye for anything 
remotely attractive. You see | want to be a very complete person, clean, sweet, 
young besides, of course, hard-working. My mind is full of lists of things to do. 
Everything has worked out simply. Why need | have gone through such a period 
of dread and uncertainty? How the certainty of going has put everything in its 
place. But | worry about Robt. Will he wreck himself on the countryside? 


To keep the image fresh these days, preserve it for the work, make it open 
itself upon its many petals from the bud so clenched this year. | must use a little 
more intelligence. 

Louis came at 9 in the morning, and I, brimming with my good news, at the 
mercy of his self pity. “Edna doesn’t want me to paint” Poor lamb, his time so 
eaten up and wasted and he ought to paint and play music and nothing else. 

[page 32] 
April 20, 1954 


man of this day, this hour, this second - Kierkegaard. 
April 26 1954 


You, my book, haven’t seen any honesty lately. Behold my fervent vow as 
to behavior at Yaddo - BEHOLDERDOM, spectatorship, non-participation. | must 
guard against the emotional climate which will no doubt tempt me because it’s so 
‘forgiveable.’ 

What a day dreamer! 


Yaddo May 3 


No pen. Ink left in studio. Torrential rains. Will it be like this for weeks 
maybe. | have been in fear all day. What have | come to? But lo, my honesty 
has fled, my inwardness evaporated in commaraderie (?) already. An urge to 
work: To show fine fettle. There are 6 here mostly painters (not much | could bet 
on it but who cares?) Carson McCullers, sick and old though so young with a 
smile like a dog about to catch a fly. Self-absorbedly young and witty but 
watching and waiting every moment inside. And a young teacher from Brearly [?] 
so exposing and helpless but with the character 

[page 33] 
of someone who might do something good. We have killed our foreignness 
loneliness in an evening of female talk. The food is very good but unseasoned. 
There is an amplitude of heavy cream. (What | could do with such ingredients!) 


Tuesday May 4 1954 Yaddo 


Our beneficent gaolers really keep us working. It is not at all the magic 
atmosphere of Yaddo but professional standards? 

My mind was a-hum all day - not with plastic sensations; with a sense of 
what is important in myself versus art. 


| notice in these people here, how inert [?] their standards are. They 
accept a good piece of work by contemporaries. They are not critical whereas | 
am so impatient of everything but the best. Perfect little ‘things in themselves’ 
bore me. | make myself so vulnerable here but | want to believe art is possible; 
more than weaving, tatting, word coining. By which | mean | am to ‘make’ it and 
not ‘know’ it. 

If in my subject | could reach the place where the wave breaks | will have a 
picture, a resolution. | learn today: painting is drawing and drawing is color. 

[page 34] 

| must not have the effect but the resolution. It is true | have come away 
from effect an inch or 2. | am better. | want no color but all color; Keep not dark 
or light but of both. But | cannot imitate the wave. To glow redly by red’s 
absence. 











Friday May 14. 
What have | accounted for in a week + 1/2? | can trust nothing here least 


of all what | do a good part of the time. It is difficult to remain staunch to my 
ugliness (but it wants to prevail, thank god), difficult because not far behind me is 
the history of some perfectly acceptable pictures. And doubly difficult because 
around me are works in the genre of which, | could do better. Today | destroyed 
my beauty, my one of promise, but | have to have a fresh light on it. | am 
consumed with a longing for that ‘light.’ Yes drawing is finished for me. It must 
all come through color. Philip can know so well the edge of the canvas and | so 
at the mercy of it. Edges, that’s what plagues me. 

My heart in my mouth when Reavey, apropos Philip, says ‘yes, a realist 
painter.’ As inaccessible to the visual arts (or making conversation?) as a pigeon 
to paper. 

Don’t talk to me about infinity poetry, | want my pictures to be a thing with a 
glance to it, a real body, all painted. 


Tomorrow | will as right [?] the color and proceed again. 
[page 35] 
Carson says she doesn’t like writers: too neurotic. But indirectly she means a 
neurotic person hasn’t time for another neurotic person: Carson. Behold the 
eternal precocious child. Robert and | come late to our gifts, with faith in growth, 
wit a sense of private history. 


Tintoretto, | cannot escape. | love him less than the others. 


May 24, Yaddo 


My ‘beauty’ is not one | love anymore; a mere shimmer but | will shake 
hands with Tintoretto in heaven. We are hanging in the little gallery. I’m put up 
and take the consequences which are that they are missed, the pictures, that is. 
My arrant ego needs no praise. | think the work one day will stand or fall for me. 
No more schemes, heaven be praised, no more knowledge of the look of it only a 
faint yes now and again. I’m going to be brave and plunge into the deepest 
parts. 

[page 36] 
Home July 11 

How deeply | lived in my picture-making for those weeks. And what a 
fade-out | am now. But! could work like that, Know only the reality of stroking 
canvas for 2 weeks and then struck out feverishly to string some beads ona 
human chain. Was that a failure of spirit? What it teaches me is how somnolent, 
unliving, | feel here with only the quakes and quivers in the passing days. This 
chosen, ‘ideal’ life feeds me not at all, needing the nudging and punching of a 
greater externality, to grow, or to be myself, | seem to want bigger challenges. 

I’m falling into my greater strength and must be much more ‘worked,’ soil 
better irrigated than | seem to be able to do by myself. At Yaddo | felt my spirit 
rise up occasionally like cream though betrayed my self and my intelligence time 
and again. 

| think | want a few new friends. | want to work a little more publicly. 

[page 37] 
July 26 1954 


Dear Leon: sometimes, especially at work | think of the Mandala (the while 
truth escaping me like confetti) and | wonder whether Henry James would have 
had a subject had he minded his preachments: ‘lined’? If | were to fly my 
Mandala would I, | wonder, lose my longing for the landscape beyond the 
precincts? | don’t say | would or could because | no longer feel acting but acted 
upon. 


Aug 1 1954 


My ego is suffering again. | do not enjoy being taken lightly. But coming 
on me in those moments is a greater truth about my motives. I’m still shocked at 
ingratitude: Bessie’s, in the matter of a few dollars; a letter, patiently typed by 
Polly Hanson. I’m shocked by Mrs. Ame’s not acknowledging my gift no matter 
the motive: | was grateful after all. The best | have to give, | must remember, can 
not be of value to others. If | want genuinely to please it must be on other 
people’s terms. 


One has to settle, in this life, for the joy one has occasionally in the folds of 
one’s own gift and strength. One can never be taken for what one believes one 
is. 

[page 38] 
When | told Philip Reavey said ‘a realist painter!’, he said, of course that’s what | 
am. | might add, the old Philip whom Reavey described with that term was not a 
realist painter. 


What terrifies Suzanne Sawyer - the face flushes, nostrils quiver - when | 
mention Kierkegaard? Is true insight, then, incompatible with systems? It is fear 
for the precious system. Going into the black pit one does not dredge up 
philosophies but unspeakable truth. Not truth for everyman but truth for one 
man. Philosophy needs to know its eggs are in the nest and counts them daily. 


| must remember to shut up - except to fill a gap. 


[page 39] 
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Aug 8 1954 

Robert tells me he can never be anything but what he is temperamentally; 
very neat and very French - like Colette. Roger and | are slops and gypsies. We 
are not going to make Art because Art is an orderly thing. To have no form but all 
feeling. But | know how consummately all feeling can become its form, more 
absolutely (but in rare moments) than with any other way. 

| can never find my one dissatisfaction among the many. 


Aug 15 1954 


In the woods of my many dissatisfactions (by nature | am impatient) | must 
remember the clear patches of blue sky which come at intervals unfailingly. 
Remember it is not always necessary to kick up so much dust. 

But the outside world conspires against me. Its experiences tempt me. 
Behold the secretly longed for opportunity arrives: to leave, to try the wings to be 
a citizen - and | must give it up. | must know in my INTEGER how to go would be 
a failure in faith. But | would have gone and faked a little 


[page 42] 


longer were it not for Robert. Never mention it, except here, with anything but 
levity again. 

| do like to paint portraits. They give me a sense of power. They contradict 
often what | have learned to know. Basi has printed the photographs and they 
delight me and re-encourage me in myself. We must try it. How solid and rock- 
like they seem. | ought to bless heaven for my gifts and not be so remorselessly 
greedy. 


Sept. 8 

With my baby off to school for his first day | can do nothing but twiddle my 
thumbs and watch the clock. Time to take stock seriously. Is it because | look at 
these works so closely that they have no magic for me, none left, that is, of the 
mass of heterogeneous unfinished portrait sketches. An entire summer frittered 
away with them. But! must be frank, admit I’m a slave to them, want to do 
beauties. 

[page 43] 
September 8 1954 
[tape remnants from missing sketch] * Mele 
Mele 


[page 44] 
Sept 25 1954 
Tiresome trip to + from NY. Myself is not the thing | can present so | 
generally feel tiresomely un-given but I’m refreshed in the eye from the Goyas 
Van Dykes + Rembrandts. 


Portraits Inc. Friday morning with my coarse-grained wares under my arm 
and the galleries of the place, all succulently carpeted, the walls crammed with 
the immaculate vacuous products of the emporium. | ought to have walked 
directly out but aggressively presented my photographs to the O-we-are-much- 
better-than-what-we-represent- young man at the desk who naturally said - not 
what he ought have (these are not up to the mark - after all he works there) but 
“No, our clients aren’t interested in painting!” Who is? He? 

| went up to the Frick to see how previous centuries were pleased to be 
represented. Never has there been a period where the best artists were not 
doing portraits except this, our desolate own generation. The camera’s not an 
adequate substitute for an EYE-DISCOVERING FORM + CHaracter. Because 
the truth about form and character requires more than the bare given facts: it 
needs a mind/eye interpreting the facts, submitting to them in a unique way. 
Then the facts themselves are transformed, become eternal and a mere ”look” 
rises above sea level and scans the centuries. 














[page 46] 
Nov 1 1954 


The entire October seems to have wanted no record of itself. Most of the month | 
was boiling mad. The protracted presence of Gilbert was the cause. However, | 
am not at all sure now how accurate the definition of my emotions. 


| am not afraid of this show (I ought to be as, in the first place it’s not ready yet 
and secondly; the paintings though unified in themselves, have not the flat 
finished virility of the first group) because | feel braver about making mistakes 
and because there is more concentration, more feeling. On the other hand it 
would be far better if | had 10 out of which to choose and didn’t have to use every 
one of them. 

| must eventually make the large simplifying gestures. | must begin to cut 
and trim else my hedges will become a wilderness. After this season, more 
caution and criticism. 


[page 47] 








Nov. 1954 


Tomorrow Roger goes for the tonsil operation. | find it difficult to keep the 
alarm out of my voice and to remain cheerful and business-like especially when 
faced with “I’m a little bit afraid.” 


Maturity means we have more fully visualized disaster, loss, death bad 
luck. Nothing remains to shock us. 


Must | give up my good expectations for doubts again? And must | give up 
my only contemporary master? At Egan | studied the new Guston for a long 
time. | wooed it to speak. It had a shrill insensibility and | couldn’t make it 

[page 48] 
into a picture. Robert says it is Philip* suffering more cruelly in his vanity than 
from more fertile emotions. Such an exasperated picture. 

As for the Dutch, except for Rembrandt Vermeer, Hals (not always), there 
are none. What stuffiness and how stuffed, over laden, humorless, and eclectic. 
But the Goyas are more magical than ever. He never made a mistake. 


*Artists are hideously human but cannot be when they are making art. Is it 
merely that | know intimately Philip’s case and judge his picture accordingly? 
Wouldn’t | otherwise have greater humility saying but | don’t understand it? 

How delicious to discover what Beethoven had in mind with Is muss sein? (Must 


it be) - not resignation and death - but shall he pay? Yes - he must. 
He!) AkeafraP oy are x 
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November 1954 

























































































ti 






































































































































[page 51] 
Nov 21, 1954 
After 3 days of moist, warm English weather, the kind | like best of all to ‘be’ in, a 
cold, nasty wind is blowing harsh and dry. lrascibility and self pity, rebellion, hot 
anger seem to be my portion for these days. There are times when I’m perfectly 
willing to accept Gilbert, the dog, the male assumptions and the greed - and 
others, like today when my good nature appears to be layed seige to by violent 


indignation: 
Dear Gilbert: 
| ask you to leave: | desire it. Am | going to have to be 
Xantippe and order you out of my home? Or can you see this situation 


from my point of view, once, you perfect boor? 


or. 
what for pity’s sake is a sturdy, money-making, 22 
year old young man, doing sponging time and money, drudgery 
and attention from his better? 


My husband is too bloody weak to be anything but kind. He knows 
so much and acts so little. 
To much of my time is spent in a rage but | could clear up everything 
if everything didn’t conspire against my work. In the work (perhaps because I’m 
pushing it too hard -) there are no joys no lights 
[page 52] 
in the weave. 


| have an idea that the old-fashioned idea of desegno (composition!) and 
the lyric or (what occurs in the act of painting - the painting inside the 
composition) finds an analogy in the masculine and feminine principles. 
Desegno being the youthful ordering principle to which we give our earlier years 
when we are most in love with painting. Most painters then rarely pass beyond 
their first love - remain men entirely. At the time when painting is no longer an 
end but a way the painter becomes feminized in the sense that he paints from 
the inside out and no longer within the confines of ideated contours. If he is 
convicted in his faith the painting doesn’t give itself easily. Sometimes love only 
has the sense of a presence - a territory or merely an ‘air.’ out of the lyric truth a 
desegno becomes all the more absolute, intensed with an unwitting evolution. 
The emperor may not have any clothes but he is flesh + blood. 


Dec 4. 


| have not written in here | see during the period of our deepest extremity. 


Dec 7. All is again normal. To be kept from one’s work is a peculiar form of 
torture like being kept from oneself; as if one were a public figure or a 
[page 53] 


symbol of grief, boredom, patience, idleness, - a state rather than a soul. 
And then again we think too much of our own precious souls, protect too much 
from contamination the work or the source of the work. 


wisdom only knows the duration of good and bad moments. 


l 





_ 





Jan 12 1955 
[pasted in] 

This show I ought not have especially as I’ve not 
had the devout absorption to the work which would at least 
make me feel more certain. I see them the pictures too 
remotely from my real source of living to encourage me in 
their rightness. However. I think you will come to know 
something of the same, what the hell can one call it 
delivering self-distraction? I don’t think it is bad for 
artists. When in extremity we learn better what really 
moves us. [end of paste-in] 


Extracts from a letter written in December. 
[page 54] 


[pasted in] 

Has there been anything to see? It looks pretty 
bleak. The movement or whatever it was has dissolved 
undramatically enough to leave us, as ever before, quite 
mercilessly impaled upon our private feverish egos. The 
only thing I do notice is a tendency to move back again 
into studio trappings, figures, subjects but such loaded 
weapons. Pity they have no triggers, gun-sights. So much 
love is required and such constant ministrations I wonder, 
will we ever have sufficient stamina to perform once or 
twice modestly and gracefully. 


We spent another aimless, disappointing evening with Philip. We 
have nothing left to say to each other (excepting family matters - half hearted 
enough) and after the first flurry of news and good manners the color fades and 
we become as drab as familiar linen. It isn’t Philip; it isn’t us. We are none of us 
intellectuals none of us heros and what we exchange are the oohs + aahs of our 
private discoveries. Only yeas. 

A sickening sense of my youth all wasted and unseen, unrecorded. It 
comes upon me full force when | think of Bradley, and even Hague. If | had been 
more oblivious | shouldn’t have appeared so apish. We are known for what we 
were not what we are in the process of becoming. The youthful Philip appeared 
less fact more questioning. And I, if | want to be more all-a-gog with love, have it 
only to remember. How love makes one free I'll not know again. How to grit my 
teeth, upholster my self-defeating character is what’s left. Sour resignation seems 
to be the order of the day unless | find some real joy again. 
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As for painting, | wish | didn’t have the sense of the look of them as | seem to be 
lately. | must be stale all over. Must push a little farther. Must try a new space. 
As we grow older as artists the gravity quietly changes from the air-bourne, 
the hither + thither, the tired and besieged, the unsettled - to a weighted horizon. 
The spilling and tumble-down ceases in the wake of a single horizontal or vertical 
which merely stands. The thrusting diagonals of early Rembrandt, the finite 
virtuosities, yield to standing figure or table. The infinite then is evoked not by 
willing it but by yielding to it. As the weight in the picture becomes more what is 


than what might or could be, so the subject becomes more what might be and 
not what is. 
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Jan. 27 1955 

| will have to reckon with my anxiety; | have lost my faith and delight in the 
beautiful. | no longer know how to make it. | have no more an abstract subject. | 
must go back to the concrete and take my chances there. | can’t will to be 
profound. To work very directly without distortions, veils, and take my chances 
with meanings - . | will go only as far as | understand and one step farther - no 
more. So subtly, the ‘existential’ way we deliberately force ourselves into the 
mercy of, is really nothing more than blind obedience. Consciousness preserves 
a greater and greater difficulty in getting at faith. 


Jan 29 1955 


There are still moments when my affinity with Philip’s process is strong as 
ever. How odd that he should be saying what | continually write in here. Is it, 
perhaps, in the air among the less slavish ones anyhow. 
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Feb 19 1955 

| have been weary and sick on and off for a month with fever and 
palpitations but | think it all on account of the show and now that that is over I’m 
quite normal again. 

| have, after all, to reckon here with a big disappointment. | expected my 
last one to look good, the yellow. It doesn’t come off. | judge the necessity not to 
have been great enough - too much making in it. Robert is right: all the 
ingredients without the urgency of complete surrender. To what? But | felt so 
relieved to shut the door on them and go back to my work again. | can, at the 
least, do that. The pictures look a little too juicy and trembly partly because of 
the light. They do not want to be enhanced by artificial gold; do better in green 
day light. 

And yet (Knowing | can’t fool myself, must do all the work again and 
forever, have no peace nor sense of completion,) | would love to be convinced 
that they are better. | can, though, do without that. 

Robert gets more and more solitary. | long for a few friends, a little 
comradeship. 


The professional side of me feels an advance. 
[page 58] 


Feb 28 1955 

A trip to NY with Roger proves how little trained he is for city requirements. 
|, restless, irritated, no fit companion. The city excites me so to loose my self in it 
and to wander fluidly. 

Joan Mitchell despite her talent which particularizes itself in a rather 
elegant scale, has actually grown very little in the years I’ve watched her. I’m 
impatient with mere talent now. | recognize no artist who does not feel this way 
also. The promised color was a great disappointment also. It is dirty and 
undecisive really - not organic. Withall, there is a necessity to feel, but the 
discipline to keep the emotion in the background, giving the absolute relations 
the responsibility to evoke feeling, is lacking. It is the fault of others of my 
generation. 

The necessity to make values. Our responsibility. All will appear to be 
nothing unless we do. | think | might try to tackle the problem in a specific 
connection if given the opportunity. 
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March 6 1955 

To be held responsible for a concept cannot be ‘my way.’ | belong to those 
watery types in whom ideas, fragments of ideas, - palatal sensitivities, - eddy in 
and out, occasionally approaching a system for a moment but more often 
besieging one. 

I’m looking for some one with a space for leisure and contemplation to 
exchange a correspondence which | badly need. It would be the only way | could 
dare make values. In all the cases where I’ve sent out a little shoot it’s gone 
unirrigated and perished. Is it because those shoots belong to the genera of 
random weeds or because no one has time? 


In my work, though | admire the direct, find myself increasingly shifty and 
ungetatable. My method comes to involve more and more veils and intangibles. 
Perhaps, that’s why | need to work from life, make collages. 
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March 23 1955 


I’ve been thinking about the direction of the stroke in painting and how important 
itis. How in our period (from the impressionists) it has become random because 
it embraced no shape but wanted to exist alone. Drawing is a question of 
stylistically directed strokes, an end in itself. 

[circled]But the essence of this stroke - abandoned rhetoric is the solipcism 
to which we cannot help but surrender - so proud have we become...[end circle] 
| miss lethargy - There’s no other word for it. Sluggish and peevish. 
Temperamental, uncertain. Must make a new subject. 


Again today. I’ve reached the climax of indignation as regards Gilbert. Robt will 
not acquiesce to my method of cutting loose from him cleanly and bluntly. Oh the 
eternal drag of it. Aided and challenged by Jacquot + Titta | sound off again to 
Robt with venom + righteousness. | suppose if | really believed in it, it would 
prevail? 


| was moved by a sight of Rollin [?] yesterday - first time since his 
operation. The perverseness of us not to have the energy to be kind. | think | 
looked at Rallin consciously for the first time: saw the kindness, delicacy, 
vulnerability. All in a driving rain 
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| lost my gloves. - felt as if I’d lost much more. 
March 27 1955 


A letter from Jimmy unaccountably dissolves me in tears. Talk of the sun in 
Florence: the magic word duomo: a street in that city. How | long to go 
somewhere. {I too must go off alone.} 

When I’m susceptible | lose faith in promises, people. | don’t believe any 
longer in a change for us. This will merely be more and more difficult to bear. 

Venomous resentment rises up now when | run into Titta or think of that 
barn, those spoiled children - my shabbiness - our little cell so pitifully cramped 
and barren. Our little youth and capacity fading prematurely altogether out of the 
world, the carefree, the flourishing. | despise us for our timidity; despise myself 
for my endurance in it. A little money makes any thing bearable. No money to fix 
the record player, no music in the house for months and months. 
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Sometimes | don’t want to be the base and center of my universe. Take 
me outside, something. | need you, whatever you are. If it comes to me | will go! 


April 11 - 1955 


No, | will not shake hands with masters in heaven. I’m so un-knowing. 
Even if it were good | wouldn’t know. Unhappily sometimes when it’s bad | don’t 
know it until much later. Philip’s friend, Hunter, made me angry. | suppose | 
expect or hope to see my knight slap down the fourth dragon with a gallant and 
sufficient gesture. | don’t want to see him argue like a good fellow. | don’t want 
him to be in the right so shabbily. There is no time for traffic with the magpies of 
culture. | suppose if | were honest, | would admit how dearly | wanted to get my 
oar in too but was not given half a chance. | could only compulsively take the 
words out of Philip’s mouth. Philip, sometimes, can be poisonous to those who 
would want to be in his ken. Musa’s quick throbbing vein which bisects her 
forehead when she would like to say something is eloquent enough. And those 
moisture-less lids over parched eyes - her painful smile. 
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O but | can’t erase him. When will it pass? Until | get rid of him (and the loss of 
form which he symbolizes for me) | don’t suppose | can be sufficient enough to 
find what really moves me. 

Too old to imitate, too fettered to be prodigal, too frightened to love, to 
bitter to be loved. 


Titta in the hospital for tests: fear of cancer or complexities of some sort. 
How inarticulate, incapable of feeling anything (even anxiety) Basi is. At the 
moment of her departure great transactions going on for the purchase of a new 
horse. Titta’s anxiety discloses itself in excessive concern for Vera’s well-being. 
Good luck poor dear so alone. 


April 20, 1955 
Nothing but an ill wind. 
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April 23 


In all of this how pure Robert, how he escapes all blame except his own 
(and that he can make disappear with language.) 
I’m in a confusion of misery such as I’ve never known. It will break. Must 
be safe again. Lachrimosity, self-pity assail me like unexpected arrows. 
Where is my faith? 


April 25 

Achey, frayed, waiting for something. Can’t be diabolical enough. 

What, of course, makes or breaks an argument are the examples. As 
when E. de Kooning cleverly describes our ‘form’ as one of self-consciousness to 
which all “forms” are possible (though never explicitly admitting ‘Mannerism’ is), 
and then merely choosing examples at random because practically anything can 
illustrate her point. But what does matter, uh? if it is not the works made? 
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May 8 


No way in this tangle of emotion we are in do | see clear patterns. The 
whole of our fabric, like a prism, refracts one bit of truth here, one there, but each 
distillation confutes the other. How | crave a long clean line once, but once; - not 
this furry edge. 

No, no Robert one cannot have 2 loyalties of the human kind. I’ve not had 
the sense that I’ve been cheated so helplessly before these last years. (Robert 
can cheat me only because his loyalty, love, helpless commitment are no longer 
in my direction.) 

There is no recourse for me but to create a new singleness, for the warp + 
woof begin to separate and I’m nothing but a few detached threads. 

Now while the dogwood flashes her white wings on the black bark and the 
new green, the crow and hum of busy spring under every stone, the first sense of 
the physical surface of the world takes me un-awares - | might come again to the 
sense of standing or falling on the earth. 


Love requires great humility. Never explain it. Nourish it in the dark 
passages of the brush and the bush. 
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May 10 


Intricate with quiet and little soaces of promise, we mourn the death of to 
me an unknown great writer, James Agee. (I may secretly resent never having 
known him.) Robert says, the only one of his generation. 

Warm sun, good health, ease come to me again. | pamper myself and feel 
good. 


May 28. 


Going once again to a party with some decoration on me find how ill 
equipped | am after all - go with a burden of seriousness, take things on face 
value - get in the act where | have no business: do not learn to behold. 

| suppose | ought confess here I’ve had a kind of nervous breakdown and 
am not over it yet. What is it after all, but a sundering loss of form. And what is 
that loss of form? Dissipation of the joyous plastic | AM. What is my | AM really, 
though. It is the conquered child but still singing in the perfect day dream. When 
| lose my little eddies of truth | believe everyone else’s helpless lies. 
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[taped in] 
letter to Robt unsent 
June 1 1955 


I see the pattern though I never wanted to. I’m 
learning: it never gets better only more so- in human 
nature. I sense better the texture of my own goods, flimsy 
cloth, not linen, jersey, cheap. But it wants to be worn 
proudly by someone very beautiful. It doesn’t exist unless 
the wearer is beautiful and wears it proudly. Then the 
poverty doesn’t show. Otherwise the moths will get in, 
ravage it with holes then it will not be fit for the most 
elegant body. When new, it’s not bad. It has a little 
factory gloss and, in fact, a brighter color than other, 
finer cloths. But what care is required. Rough laundering 
shrinks it. The mangle takes the warp and woof which can 
be orderly and hopelessly entangles them. A clothespin 
makes it sag in one place. With gentle dry cleaning it can 
last a decent time and keep a body warm. 


This little bit of cloth hasn’t seen the light of day for a 
long time. It has holes and it sags. It doesn’t know its 
warp from its woof. A little life seems still to be left 
to it which it wants. But who wears it must not say, I’1l 
keep it anyway. It’1l do when I’ve finished wearing 
[Gilbert] Trnka, Cantine etc. 

It wants to go and join some member of its family because 
it will give up the glamorous life of the mind any day for 
devotion. It is, as I said before, weak stuff. It dares 
to love and attend where it is loved and attended. It 
cannot go anywhere else. Once it tried.. It knows. 

[end tape] 
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June 8, 1955 


Aman who never works deep into the night cannot be an artist. I’m more 
or less placid during the day, optimistic. But not at night. | detest this solitude to 
which I’ve been committed these 3 years, night after night. The perceptions | 
come upon at night make me lose heart. 

| hope it will all, one day, be seen to be just a question of a suspension of my 
faith not the truth. 


| can’t even give myself excuses anymore. How can he give excuses? 
| would so dearly like to exchange my miseries: then they will be seen to 
be events not an unalterable stream. 





| detest solitude and the martyrdom of waiting. 
[page 70] 
June 13 


In my mind over and over again the endless succession of tactics. (never 
put into effect). 
One has only to decide to pull out finally once and for all. The trial | can feel 
emotion for only on my side. Just as, with all his understanding, he can only feel 
his. 

The beastly humiliation to be literally impotent against that boy. 

But if | go out with the clean violent stroke to what after all do | leave Robt? 
And for that reason | cannot. All | can give is time. 
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June 26 


Reservation made on Independance. To sail Nov. 27 for Italy. Glory be! 
No plans, no itinerary - to shift effortless gears into open roads and free air. To 
be speechless and effortless, sponge-like. 

One must take all that is given without compunction. | could not repay in 
any way if | didn’t. The robust will be reborn again | have no fear. 

| must learn to suffer these spells out, - [unintel.] of a certain receptivity to 
be had no other way. Times of alliances, truces with the weak aspects of my 
character. But these things | cannot avoid. 

In this dampness the house smells of dog and cat. 

What fineness of feeling in Roger. 


All the beasts sleep beautifully in the house now; Roger with arm flung 
over the edge of the bed; the dog gathered to himself like a child; and the cat 
untouchable. 

| am not at war. 
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July 24. [1955] 


| do not go, after all. I'll continue to succour the flatulence and the waste of 
our days until I’m ready to leave everything behind me; to go with bone-clean 
loneliness - nothing else. 

A beautiful body can get in the way of a dancer who would make art in the 
same way natural easy talent can for the painter. The implement had better be 
an anonymous, firm muscle standing at attention to the mind and spirit, not a 
distraction in itself. 


[page 73] 
Aug 6 


Orgy until 7AM with splendid climax at the reservoir watching the sunrise. 
Philip, Nick, Merle, myself (Robert having dropped out earlier of boredom). After 
2AM, those senseless, spatial hours there’s no stopping until one drops with 
fatigue. 

Painters on the whole (Motherwell excepted) pretty shameful lot when 
venturing into ideas. 

Imagination, insight we have but refuse the discipline of exacting the image. So 
we never have a real body of discourse, only temperamental affinities; - key 
words with imprecise implications. And Nick says the painters have never been 
So articulate! 

(huh! but only with each other because | suppose the mists in one head are like 
in kind to the mists in another.) 

How stupid we can be about the other arts. 

“Is it new?” We seem to like only what seems like our process. That similarity is 
what generally makes the other rather bad than good. 

We all confessed last night how there is sometimes no other way to say it 
but to write it down. 


[page 74] 


Philip tacks up cardboards with slogans: | WANT THE PAINTING TO LEAN ON 
ME. DONT STEP BACK (what the hell for). You remember this. Merle keeps a 
notebook. Nick just talks 


| leapt in with too much venom and no forethought when we were talking 
about Mr. Hulot’s Holiday. In its not being any one thing, but all of life, the shades 
drawn back for a series of moments, it was supposed to have embodied touching 
truths. Truths are by-products and occur (when they move us most) when people 
are involved emotionally with each other, property, vanity, event 
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Aug 13. 
When we analyze what offends us most deeply we find that it’s rarely something 
directed against our art, femininity, wifehood, but is the dignity of our person, in 
the very bone of our sense of its requirements - chief of which is sovereign 
courtesy - rather, a need the other must feel for respecting it. 

When the habit is very long in abeyance and violations perpetually 
committed there is no possibility of getting it back. 





| think | have used violence to the degree that I’ve smothered all reason. 
Try not to feel so passionately. Leave it alone. Though if | could behold it as a 
state of human nature, | could be an aquaintance - if | need not bring morality to 
bear - we have no marriage. 


3 full days of remorseless rain after 5 weeks of drought. Now it’s over, 
crickets chirruping, whole seas of insects + creatures abounding in sounds, the 
basins, creeks, pools, crevices subsiding. Rhythms becoming normal again. 
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Aug 21 

Two days in NY; self conscious in borrowed clothes; blousey, clumsy 
legged - head too heavy for its stalk - self conscious but lazy. Long 
conversations (mostly abetted monologue) with Robert Motherwell. Hopelessly 
unpenetrating but good wife, Betty. All she ever asked for was a home in the 
country and a couple of children. A man living in the head - severed from 
emotions and the senses - (but plagued with all the right awarenesses) - an 
incompatibility. A lyric painter of a few ‘given’ unconsciousness moments but 


what of the rest of the oceans of other moments to be filled?- like Rimbaud or 
Beaudelaire. The wife of any artist sees spectres to unfit her for faith in anything. 

Then there is the painter like Philip who closes off all the external 
processes - who will not be involved so as to condition his art to bear the burden 
of al his reality. And so it might be with me but the woman has a babe and a 
husband. | say, honestly, | could no more be helpless against these than | could 
diminish the fever in my blood to hound this beast of an emblem | want to make. 
So I’m bisected and bring only my halves to each. 
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September 22 [1955] 
twice daily to the P.O. A ritual no longer of expectation + titilation but of 
desperation. We await some sign from Burkes while the state of our finances 
declines - the trickle may soon cease all together. 

| find myself impatient for the adventure of N.Y. on the one hand but not all 
of me is willing to go without clearing the decks here: some pictures behind me. | 
want to get back to melancholy blue once again, for that kind of sadness which 
the right blues + browns evoke brings one out of the deep internal into the 
analogies of nature; some little dew can still be shaken from the leaf. 

It rains. Everyone has left. Marcia the last - not so derelict-seeming as 
before - safe in the conviction she hasn’t yet to scrape the bottom. Also, there is 
a place to ‘be received,’ thank heaven. 

At 20 De Chirico says what shall | love if it be not the aenigma? 

How backward we are. Is there any justice for it? 

Wish | could get back sense of our life as cherished inter-dependence, 
mute equality - 
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September 27 


| don’t think | change much - not perceptibly over the last years. What | 
took for a sudden leap over the parapet of childhood is after all a painstakingly 
slow movement hardly begun - to be lost from time to time - as well. But, true, 
one can never ‘regress’ whole-heartedly anymore, being so conscious of the act. 

A visit from John Preston interrupted my work. | can’t seem to rise to the 
occasion whatever the occasion is, - (to present just the right image, knowing, 
original, mysterious and sympathetic?). 


All of this and the baffled, aborted business with Chuck because | don’t have a 
real occasion to rise up to. 

Philip told us, at last, of the anterior [?] hurt which, if it were necessary, 
maimed him into art. He discovered his father’s body as a boy of 11, a suicide by 
hanging. Suicide, then, is his form of weakness and strength? 
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October ist 

How much more clearly we can think, how much more easily we can be 
irradiated by the mere expedient of change; to be a-thwart one’s new experience. 
Almost, to be free to play a role relatively unselfconsciously (without familiar eyes 
upon one) often inadvertently plunges us into brief insight. | must never try to be 
‘diplomatic’; there | will always fail. But let those quick given intuitions flash out, 
for it’s really the only mental equipment | have (excepting Robert’s doctrinaire 
wisdoms). 

Reading over Robert’s and my earliest correspondence | see that even 
then, barely 20, | was conscious of a dangerous tendency to eclecticism. | don’t 
think | imitate consciously. | seem to have an ear, a taste, an empathy for style - 
now, more salient in the other arts. (music - particularly) 

I’m helpless before these self-portraits | do compulsively, when there is so 
much other work to do. | might have told myself earlier that they serve an 
autobiographical need. (I want to tell more explicitly what | am.) But I’m not so 
sure now that explains them. 
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They too become the same kind of problem as the others except they have no 
previous history for me. | have scarcely any preparation for them, no ‘way.’ 


October 9 


Consider the difference in approach of painters by these means: i.e. on the one 
hand the painter who builds with parts to the whole; the other who works always 
with the whole. This is more, as a schism, contemporaneously apparent. 


| wait anxiously for news from Lou about the portrait commission. As the the 
interrum [?] days succeed each other | grow more doubtful of my capacity to 
handle the subject. | wait with some of me not willing to accept the challenge. | 
don’t want to have to breathe a sigh of relief. | want to go to battle. 














When Robert doesn’t work, grows aimless and wasteful, chafes and is 
bored - it reflects on me in a disconcerting way: | have no pity for him, feel only 
tired resentment. 
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October 13. 


| seem to be very restless in my work lately - grumbling from one to the 
other with a sense of bottled pressure unable to release itself. I’m also flooded 
with queasy doubts and hesitations. Sometimes, fundamentally, doubt any 
accomplishment to be real. | only know that | have some authority when | can 
occasionally draw from ‘life’ and see hours after how | do, after all, have the 
‘passionate line.’ | have to keep convincing myself sometimes I’m good, behave 
as if | were - the habit of setting myself apart, an unconscious persona developed 
very early in childhood for what reason? persists. - though the conviction is no 
longer so with me as before. 

If | do this portrait, about which I’ve heard nothing yet, I'll begin with 
drawings - charcoal - draw, draw, for hours, undrain myself from all convictions of 
what it ought to be and let appear what convincingly appeals to me. 
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Interesting - we are not allowed the Romance of a tragic life today. 
Science has put her rubber stamp of understanding upon all human acts, Freud, 
Marx - etc. But we may still think it can be so - but we stand alone. 


Monday October 17 1955 

Floodgates are open. After 5 days of persistent slow rain, the rivers, 
creeks, crevices overflow. Great brown flood waters, like soiled coffee, smear 
the surfaces of the reservoir and pour over the spillway and on into the gorge 
with a fury we’ve never before dreamed of. To swell the oceans and diminish all 
ports 

Yeats wanted essences not things. 


‘S. 





Sy 
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Tuesday October 25 

Jimmy home today. | admire him because | don’t think he cheats or affects 
emotions about his trip. (as | would at his age - not being straight or clear about 
what | would have felt.) He comes back in love. For him love means being at 
peace with someone. With me, the state | could recognize in myself was one of 
flux in every case. When | am in a tangle, not myself, | recognize myself to be in 
love. H feels the estate of being accommodated serenely: |, helpless, 
discommoded. 

For him Italy was a celebration of man and devastatingly a wonder at 
man’s makings. 

States of physical being, of pleasure, of unity with the world, of gravity, of 
methods of survival - engage him directly. It may be I’m merely less rooted in 
reality (or more neurotic?) but these things are only things | play with 
intellectually. True, | never seem quite to live in the moment except on rare 
occasions while drawing or playing music. 

The possibility of my going no longer titillates so voluptuously as before. | 
want much more to work out the lumps in the pictures. Oddly, a bit of gossip 
about the method Titian used (a bed of heavy oils and varnishes 
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over which the raw ground pigments cavort) has set me in motion. Not that 
technique though, but the image of Titian running hog-wild in seas of unity - in the 
thick wetness of it. What method can | devise (in a way, it is my way) to keep 
such a fluxing rhythm going - then to put the guard down in the rare given 
moment of exactness? Only, o but this thought in the moment out of day 
dreaming, by the slow hard work of keeping a line feeling always, keeping my 
places ready for their never-dreamed-of inhabitants. 

If | ever do go to Italy | will have the sketch book. Because it’s not really 
through my eyes | see but through my hand. 

Yes, yes | need to be seen. Even if it baffles me. To go on alone makes 
me tiresomely picayune. How dusty and mouldy the work looks. | must be bold 
and ardent again. 

How cold it gets already. So disappointed in the portrait commission not 
materializing. Could | be ‘innocent’ enough to try portraits (sketches) anywhere | 
go? Could | go to Yvonne and casually sketch Gwennie or anyone at hand? | 
want to do something with my work in an un-studio atmosphere - 
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October 26 
| see, after all, | am not meant to be beheld but to behold. Sympathy 
struggles in me to be born. 


[pasted in] 

Today I receive in the mail a request for an 
autobiography with a brief statement describing as 
specifically as possible your aims as an artist, approach 
to your work, work methods, attitude towards techniques 
etc.” So I I’m going to spend a few tortured days looking 
into my soul, the last thing in the world they want to hear 
any way is the truth for there is no truth in any of those 
most dreary of externals they glibly postulate. Ah well it 
cannot really hurt us; it may only consign us more 
implacably to our albatross. 


[pasted in] 

To talk about aims, methods approaches is to play with the 
externals (give me the right questions and I can give the 
right answers), but real truths are so elusive they can 
only be approached analogically. Man can embody truth he 
cannot know it. 
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[pasted in] 
November 5 unsent 


Dear Bob, frankly I’m lonely so if you will let me I just 
want to talk, think out loud, not even think but ask 
questions and answer them. Part of me thinks I’m missing 
something not being in that art world, in New York with the 
magpies clicking my bill like the rest, being plunged into 
the recklessness which can pass for bravery and which can 
make one occasionally very brave, brave enough to play and 
not be so beastly serious. The other part knows there’s is 
really no other way than this: the unsurprising, un-milieu- 
bound artisanship to which I’m committed. But being here 
makes me unforgiving, ruthless of anything merely good, 
makes admiration less and less possible, makes one more 
humble and more dangerously proud. Can you understand? As 
if one lived with an abstract principle rather than a 
concrete home. I weep when I read Yeats Consume My heart 
away; Sink with desire 

and fastened to a dying animal 

it knows not what it is, and gather me into the 

artifice of eternity. 
And I’m not worthy to weep yet for such reckoning. How 
dare I weep for what I may never embody? That is what this 
province does to one. 


I’m out of rhythm with the mid-fifties. I don’t understand 
jazz. I only understand its happening am moved by the 
universe it creates among its performers. Astounded by it 
in fact, so different from what chamber players make, their 
ears turned so signally away from improvisation to the 
exactness of form outside themselves. I am bred on this 
habit. I was never devoted enough to achieve it but it 
rides on my back like an albatross and makes me suspect 
anything easily won, my generations achievements, anything 
raw and given. 


good thing | have this place to consign my pompous envious, sympathy-soliciting 
letters - else | might send them. | do want a sustaining friendship with someone 
very intelligent in my world and | believe | can effect it if | kept myself free of rigor 
mortis which is all | embody in the above. 


“Style can never be a starting-point; it is a result” 
Cocteau. 
(appropriate to the so terribly, diabolically, talented - Larry 
Rivers.) 
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“Poetry must have an air of poverty in the eyes of those who have no experience 
of real luxury” Cocteau 
for Motherwell - Philip 


“Disinterested, selfish, tender, pitying, cruel, shrinking from contacts, pure in the 
midst of debauchery, taking a violent delight in, and at the same time despising, 
earthly pleasures, naively a-moral -” 


Disinterested? = always the potential of emotional short circuit? 


Nov. 12. [1955] 

Back from N.Y and the Whitney opening? with new resolutions to be brave, 
with the resolution above all others to keep to my way - lead me where it will. 
How natural for us to distrust those periods between real statements, the 
conditions of turned earth and moist soil waiting the seed. But so susceptible to 
random growth and weeds as well,- we must always be on guard. What a lot of 
pointless vegetation my generation is producing. Scarcely a real flower in the 
tangle of brush. 

Robert thinks | have my own way - a modest stature ‘not Homer’ but 
independent. 

| must confess | don’t really care for De Kooning. I’m not surprised, 
convinced, moved. There is something which must be behind the painting, the 
maw, | can’t feel. 
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The man who speaks out so shrilly wants too much to be rewarded for a 
bravery he longs to possess, but doesn’t really claim. And what is this space his 
advocates claim for him? It is nothing but a notion, really. 

But how much better he is than his imitators who merely ape his energy. 

Brancusi seems to have no style but is a brimming reservoir of good taste. 
The conflict which he seeks to resolve: timber-stone ravaged by natural forces as 
against timbers, stone, bronze brass- surfaced by an artisan. The interaction is 
the work of art. | am only left with a sense of their separateness. Philip’s feeling 
about the show is that they pretend to be meta-physical, esoteric. Some 
beautiful things, though. 

After 11 years ran into Kurt Seligmann, my first teacher. He squired 
Yvonne and me to dinner. Ordered Chinese food with mysterious authority. His 
work has changed not at all. God, what a collection of those horrors he must 
have by now. 
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November 26 

Malcomb Brinin’s book on Dylan Thomas has set us all wondering, - 
speculating on our own weaknesses as well. In all a defiant, harshly ironic 
display of failure. Suicide, then. 

The Whitney seems to be interested in a picture. If they bite we shall have 
a better car. | could go to NY for a few days - or drive in on impulse for a day at a 
time. It would give us more independence. 


Dec 4. 

Roger sick these past days with some chest congestion and fever. Thus | 
am trapped in the house, away from my work and cranky. Our financial 
insecurity, in spite of picture sales, leaves us disordered and fearful. The 
Manorskas want me to put a drawing on a poster. | come up, with a drawing. 
‘Not dance,’ they say. So | give the posters back without hesitation. | refuse to 
argue or feel unequal to the situation. | must always be this way. Do what | can, 
please myself when | draw or paint; listen to no one. 


| want to get away from responsibilities again. Will try Yaddo once more. 
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Dec 20. 1955 

Less and less natural, more and more critical and conscious. Hence less 
prolificacy. The fortress of one’s habits, how to bombard? The most difficult 
question of all to answer is how one finishes a picture. Sometimes one has 
simply to say: that’s all | can do. But what makes us, particularly, a different race 
is that we never believe it. And so, over again | must make the similar relations 
(the problem is always superbly the same) play, in order to make meaningful 
differences. In painting the subject and the ‘making’ are much more one than in 
the other arts (music excepted). One of the reasons for difficulty is the painter’s 
describing his art. The writer, in so far as he can distinguish his ideas, his 
people, from the language embracing them has a far easier time. His idea can 
exist outside of language. Never so with painter. It exists only embodied in 
paint. 
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Dec 28. 

A state of love can exist quite independently of an object (one falls in love 
because one is ready for it). If the state is bigger and primordial it can embody 
any object or be served by any. But it is never true really because the state and 
the object become fused in the act of loving and no longer is a choice possible. 

In a sense one is no longer open but closed to all other possibilities. 

| am faced with a terrible moral problem: whether to allow someone to love 
me when the possibility of my loving them cannot ever exist. The responsibility of 
being loved is greater than the arrogance of love. 
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Dec 29 1955 
New acquaintances. Trip to Czebotar [?]. A good day, change. Lively, 
quickly accomplished embrace of temperaments. 


Jan. 7 1956 

Resolution for the new year is to gather what funds are owing me and 
place them at the disposal of the household for the next few months. | can’t 
understand the reticence of my dealers, to let me know how | stand. | must see 
to it that | have paper canvas, paints and brushes though. 


Though | day dream about being beheld and the pleasure therein | must 
put it aside; struggle back into inner responsibility, believe what | do is serious. 
Today | go into NY for a few hours to have a last look at the picture the Whitney 
bought. Must not be afraid to look. If | do not flow in the security of my subject at 
least | can now look at my earlier work with an impersonal eye. 
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Jan 8 

Too many elements in my picture. (I’m forcing myself to do this because 
the subject bores me). At least | was able to look at thing with out sentiment. It 
is out of such cloth paintings are made (and there are damn few at the Whitney) 
but it is not a picture. It is undisciplined and its weakness is not in the method 
(which is my method of painting and belongs with the only real way for me of 
discovering, of organic growth) but of being too tangential, side tracking. Not 
single, not convicted enough. It is not really timid (as | feared) but excessive so 
the impact is diffused and it has therefore the appearance of timidity. 

If | am to grow it is only by rigorously laying siege to anything | might fall in 
love with as | paint which is not directly in the line of battle. Drive to the front 
even if my advance guard is only a whisper. It is the whisper then. 

Falling off, thank god, at last are some of the worthless preoccupations 
which engage us women and divide us in our work and singleness: How | look, 
who | am, whether | am charming, witty, brilliant. To give all 
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that nonsense up, get the devil of personal pride and vanity behind me, will yield 
me what little intelligence and energy (powerful little) for the work. 


Nick once said to me that women being more naturally sensitive and gifted than 
men, have the battle of overcoming that before they can begin to paint. To paint? 
- meaning to paint like a man. Ah, but that is where they would be weak! If they 
renounced their machinery and let in its place what they can only assume but 
never really possess then indeed they have nothing. To imitate so called male 
energy, idea, intellect, is to possess a bag of wind. 


| have to go into the world occasionally to find myself as a person. In my 
house Robert’s flashing intellect, idea-drive can make no room for my plodding 
slow mind. 
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note affixed to Whitney picture [pasted in] 


I have a subject of which this is the third picture. The 
series grew out of visual/emotional experiences I had with 
a particular landscape (not a view but a thing), - a gorge 
ten miles from my house which has for me the character of a 
body and a soul, something lived and living. At the time I 
was reading a poem of a friend, I Knew the Body a Sea. The 
Gorge and the Idea fused and I knew I would have to try to 
embody it. Which is to say it was what I was already doing 
and was. 


Jan 22 [1956] 


Shock to discover how insanely foolish Chuck Lang could be putting 
himself at the mercy of Robert. Poor sick man. In his way he tried not to be 
ungallant. Not to take a moral view - sic Robert’s. But it’s not so with me. 

| didn’t, of course, contemplate the depth of the responsibility | would have. 
| know I'll not recognize Marcia again if she approaches Chuck. 


Motherwell accuses my generation of immorality. Thank god | met him 
when | did in NY. My spirit too was near to fainting. 

Believe me, book, I’m suffering more now in my conscience than ever 
before. Less pride, sense of professional 
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place! 

Philip, adored, companionable as ever, restless, awaiting his vindication. 
Motherwell admits he will have his place at last - be seen to be what he is. | 
hope for his success but | tremble lest we lose him altogether. 


Jan 25. 

Off to NY for King Lear. Tempers (I think Robert does it for my sake - to 
‘squire’ me once this season) but I’m full of excitement. The play? the study of a 
fool. 

Says Robt: one of things it has taken me all these years to learn is that | 
cannot write fiction. .. not my end. My eye is on an object ...me..andsol’m 





full of terror. Therefore painters have it easier - they never need be explicit. The 
man and his painting are separated (from the world’s view - ) never so with the 
writer. The truth laid bare for all to see. 


Photograph of Witney picture arrives today. So | can see - despite the play 
of talent - the tonality - how little formal exactness it has - how cowardly really; 
how in fact it suffers from the same 
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weakness of conviction | deplore in Joan Mitchell. Though it is, despite these 
things, better - more potential, more felt. Then, of course, it loses all in black + 
white. 

The way | have these last months - years - lost my spontaneity in 
discovering ways of making which are more absolute - is the only course open to 
me. Merely to go on divesting myself of certain beautiful relations and feelings 
could produce nothing that might live. 

The gulf to cross, the great wall to vault, the underbrush and thorn bushes 
to scramble through inch by inch (they will not bow to the magic word of 
innocence again) . . . to reach the sleeping prize. 
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Jan 28, 1956 

Sick 3 weeks but not quite down with flu, grippe, sinus, sore throat. One 
on top of another, fever. The utter waste and bore of it. | need physical health 
for my work. The conditions under which | work are anyway so remorseless... to 
have this in addition is annihilating. In such a state | look with pessimistic eye on 
the works around me - on Robert’s methods (not his basic honesty) but tendency 
to drift. Perhaps his sense of timelessness is greater than mine. | must have 
markers on the way - the ticking clock aggravates me into making - must see the 
finish of things - no matter how impoverished. Because | really believe we are no 
more than what we can make at the time. 

Jimmy’s confession of outlawdom convinces Robert. It, that kind of 
honesty, does not move me. In our endless process of introspection auto- 
biography, we discover only how cheap it is. It comes easily and is so easy to 
confuse with work, with vision. Then, we judge people by what they are, their 
state of consciousness, rather than what they make. That which we look for in a 
work of art is the 
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man - it may be, but the man is not a man in his own right but as is given us in 
his work. 


Feb 2 1956 


The first period - an ordering - an architecture . . . 3-4 years in the making. 
Then the impulsive breaking through, dissolution of those made forms. 

Wanting now, or needing, more formality, | go back to that spirit if not quite 
the method of those earlier ones. 

Blizzard outside - already 8 inches of snow and still coming down 
ceaselessly. Philip’s show in 4 days. I’ve seen so few of those of the last 3 
years. Comparisons, comparisons I’m always making them. They are really 
meaningless. Must be still, wait, work and keep my own counsel. 

| hound my generation for being corrupt, for beginning with style and not 
subject but is it because | fear corruption in myself? 
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Over and over again, more than ever in my memory, come the waves of lam 
nothing. Every stroke now is like my very beginning - as if | never painted before 
but it lacks purity - potent with failure. 

Yet | am once again in some ferment. | judge harshly now myself which | 
suppose | never really could see. The blinders are down and | am ashamed. 


Feb. 5 1956 

| dream we’ve seen Philip’s pictures, so beautiful. Robt asks me what | like 
in literature. For concept, henry james, for society Dostoievsky (the people singe 
one when one gets too close); for what affirms me in what | do - Virginia Woolf. | 
can never go after anything bigger than that - netting the moment in a live flux. 

| come closer closer to the sense of the surface. | break water more often 
- now - but come up from deep beneath. I’m not dappling the surface so much. 

| want to think about now the translation of such 
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a concept as Time in painting. Not the process of making which is the unknown 


autobiography (why we look at drawings, unfinished works of the masters) - nor 
what is brought to the finished painting. | could translate in terms of the format 


(its riddle): that of all problems most exciting to me. If | were ever to teach | 
would have to articulate it. 


Feb. 7 1956 


Philip’s show - Passionate, beautiful, physical, existential, at stake (more 
than ever) - sense of white picture - hot, religious - an economy of means - 
unmistakeable. 

Says Philip - | no longer live with what might be: this is it. | am now and in 
the next year all | can be. 

Terrible time for us - the trip in - the expense - what to do between 3-8:30 
AM when the bus scheduled to leave - cold, tired, sick. 
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Feb 10 1956 


Success - what does it do for Kline, de Kooning. Small men, small 
capacity for self knowledge - fierce small gifts mostly spent | expect. I’m sure 
they don’t want to disappoint expectations. So they drink and clutching spilling 
glasses call themselves over and over again - ‘a horse’s ass.’ 

Philip thinks he can handle success - at least he would like to try. Coming 
at it not innocently as his fellow he will be able to observe himself in the 
experience. 

Philip resolved the problem of the format (my generation will, forsooth go 
dogging after him - it seems easier) for himself. But | must do it with the whole 
picture. Philip wants a circle - | will have a square. That’s old fashioned. 

Sometimes | do believe some of the things | do have meaning. | long for 
Yaddo because | want in the evenings again to play - quick portraits - see what 
I’ve gained. Maybe go to the race track this year. 

But what’s to become of Marcia - she’s probably down to 
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her last 10 bucks - and there we are - faced with the problem again. 


Even at the expense of appearing a fool | so wish to write to Musa. one 
success requires one eclipse. | would so like to praise her for it. 


Ran into bus depot to look at Art Mags. They praise Philip as they can. 
Useless to expect value judgments from them. Of course it’s meaningless when 
one considers how much of every thing else they do praise. 


Why oh why do | expect Philip to be a moral man in terms | can 
understand? In this country because an artist never has belonged he hugs his 
success to him like a woman who will leave him when the night is over. How can 
we compare these minute pas de deux with the 7-league-boot-strides of Picasso, 
Matisse? All these irreconcilables trouble me perennially. But oughtn’t to. We 
cannot escape our time. 


Discussing format with Robt as ineluctable irreducible in ptg - he gives me. 
Time as writer’s equivalent. 
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| am what | can bear. | believe not at all in the transcendent. Not now at 
any rate. 

If Musa could live in Philip’s radiance she would not be so strained, 
incomplete. But | understand that she cannot - | could not. 

Must not be afraid of white. Must steel myself against being afraid not to 
appear. Have nothing - show nothing. | still have the big one of 1954 - hasn’t 
been seen much and gives some of me. Am | too harsh with Joan Mitchell? 

True they have scale and a voice and vitality - no - no, but they do not set, fall in 
to place, beckon, hold. They are, face it, un-made; and Art was, (will be) never of 
that stuff: of that stuff better love affairs, roles in life, heated impermanent 
discussions into the night, tantrums. 

So much red in P’s pictures but in memory | cannot feel it. Why? Much 
stronger sense of red in the earlier muted ones. Odd - red to be red, need not be 
red. 
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| wept when we came back from Philip’s show ... Because | felt so small? 
Envy - envy of his gift - nothing else - a male + important passion. 


Feb. 11 1956 

| must get to the bottom of this. It’s hurting me. 

To be 30 is no different than to be 40. There is not more ahead at 30 than 
was in the seed to begin with. 


One can daydream at 20 but not at 30. Envy for a great gift because it 
gives one such courage over long neglected years. With a little gift like mine | 
must be just as moral, existential as if | possessed a big one like Philip. (But | 
am small after all.) - but courage must grow as if it were equated with the biggest 
gift and dear heaven | have such a little courage - and want to have a little glory 
in the world. 
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Feb 14 


Longing for the ‘Inside’ doesn’t make art. It may make philosophy- religion. 
Art comes from the longing yet the incapacity to go and be ‘outside’. 

Saw Jimmy off yesterday. We too longed to be on that boat, such a pretty 
boat. | felt as if | were already in Italy with the lovely language in my ears. Flat 
tire in the middle of wild afternoon rush on Parkway. Ordeal. 

Don’t know what’s the matter with my health - Feel weak - pain in right side 
doesn’t abate. 


Feb 15 I’m not a conceptual painter - few of my generation are, few if any 
today. Of the good ones working always in a sea of errors. | begin a new picture 
at the point where | left off in the old. [pasted in] Having shows, being 
‘put up’ up I don’t really understand unless it’s to mark 
exterior events and therefore give oneself a past in the 
world. The life needs to count too. Real events are so 
inner and private, an unalterable stream; one has to catch 
it up occasionally in this external scaffolding. [end paste in] 
extract from letter to Philip. 

(I clip things and paste them here for ‘that’ reason.) 
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Feb 16, 1956 


Discussion with Marcia on the beginning of one on the way home. Why 
‘non objective’? | felt quickened but dubious and said it’s because we cannot 
escape our time. By which | meant there is no salvation left to us but a personal 
one. No one can effect our salvation but ourselves. The monument to our 
morality is the thing have made after months wrestling on our precarious 
surfaces. 


| suppose it’s possible for my generation to ‘go back.’ They had nothing at 
stake going forward: the rough work having been done for them by men who had 
everything at stake. 

Want to do nude portrait of Roger when it gets warmer. 
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Feb. 25- Roger’s birthday - first upper tooth out propitiously. The Art 
magazine comes but without my statement. Out of vanity, | suppose, | assume 
they omitted to print mine, because it had a ‘moral hieratic tone’ - which was not 
asked for. How do | really regard this beginning of fame? It cannot buoy me up 
my work being so unknowing now and my faults so prepossessing to me. | 
guess | overlooked much in these last years and forgave much, too much - for | 
have to pay now for it. In this age where any mode is possible: the past, nature, 
design, philosophy, idiosyncracy, ‘communication’, where do we go to learn, what 
do we chooze? Art has ceased to have a meaning. Yet there is no other way for 
Our personal salvation. 

Formality, the dissolution of the format and the making of that rectangle 
into the body, the form. It is its form - or becomes so in the painting process. | 
cannot paint closed pictures. (probably because they could not express me) but | 
believe something could be opened up for me if | did. 


[page 112] 


I’m really in a state of siege and discovery and therefore appear such a vapidity 
on the outside. hough I’ve never known my physical body to be so sour and 
weak. Such morbidity too. | must be more used; busy with things that are not 
perennially hum-drum. 


March 4. 

Back from NY. The sun blazes down our road this late afternoon with 
unexpected force. Maybe, an early spring? 

If | have contempt for my contemporaries at least | marvel at their uniform 
case on a platform. If they are poor speakers at least they can speak. My 
impulses flounder me. They come with such gush. Perhaps it’s only a question 
of their being more practiced in this their second vocation: talking about Art. (it 
could be asked whether indeed they are not artists - in order to have a subject for 
their vocation?) Such a lot of public perilous (meant to be honest) introspection. 
Their subject: motivation of the artist. They rule out all the ‘external’ motivations, 
of course. They are stylishly 
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paranoidal about the world’s animosity towards them - long for Europe where the 
artist is Dottore or something. 

Grace Hartigan is still in the garden of Eden. She says she reckons with 
the world and lives fully. She puts a splash of white on and that’s her answer to 
TV - that is her ‘rage.’ What I’ve seen is her innocence, she shows me what she 
knows (damn little) but not what she feels. Joan Mitchell, on the other hand 
shows me what she feels and often what she doesn’t know, emerges. They long 
to be one with their pictures “I’m pro art.” Love me/love my work ... are crazy to 
talk about themselves as artists. | long to ‘talk’ about myself but not as an artist 
(the anguish!) as a work of art. There lies that conflict so chaotically coughed up 
Friday night. Yes, a lovely, good, human being. To talk, that is. In reality | am 
too self conscious and unbelieving. I’m not ‘pro art’ but | love art better than 
reality. And there is where | am maimed - (so too Joan Mitchell) so too all of 
them who are proud to live fully. 
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Philip’s work is pure. Why does it make me think Art is not enough? It makes me 
love Art not life. It abets the impossible. 


Robt says Art is result of a man’s making us see the way he sees. 


| long to have a correspondence with someone, an exchange. | want 
someone better than | but far from me, to bring out the best in me. To make me 
clear again. 


If |am pro Art it is because life rejects me. | am unfit for life - always was. 
If | could ‘live’ would | choose life? | don’t think so. What does that mean except 
that we are, after all, maimed? 


March 13. 

A. kills himself. Part of my past which | have considered as anecdote too 
long now springs alive. | must have it fully available to me somehow. 

A few weeks ago waves of | am nothing swept over me. The phrase was 
so implacably his - | never use it - that | can believe it to have been some kind of 
psychic phenomenon whose meaning | did not understand at the time. 


[newspaper clipping: Actor Found Dead, Poison Bottle Near, Arthur A. Oshlag, 
32, actor in Broadway show “Witness for the Prosecution” at the Henry Miller 
Theater found dead in Greenwich Village apt- 54 Eighth Ave.] 
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[pasted in pencil sketch of Roger] 











Art instructs (Cezanne). Is it only the outer world that it teaches us to see? Once 
seen, of course, it’s never the same again. But these inner, autobiographical 
worlds we make today, do they change the physical world, make us different? or 
do they merely change Art? 

| notice how little | draw the body when | work from life. What then am | 
drawing? 

Cezanne could never paint large unmodulated areas. What would he think 
of the new art which sprang from his indifference to subject? but he says, ‘look 
at nature personally.’ 

Question of the psychology of the artist. He did not always have to look at 
nature - not when he believed in divinity. Now, heaven help him, he is 
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forced to believe only in the artist. 


March 20. 

| have the courage to pursue my studies at my own tempo but it requires 
me to give up the professional world - and with one foot up that ladder. Still, | 
cannot saddle both horses at once. 

First day of Spring, lovely clear, after the blizzard. 


March 31. 

Robt to the movies. | have gone into Astrology at last. 1st with our own 
horoscopes. It is frightening really. But one foot in one must get thoroughly wet. 
Robt’s is a brilliant one. Mine, weak, too many planets in cancer. 


April 13 1956 

Two weeks and I’ve been away from my work. It looks blank to me. But | 
will wait it out until Yaddo. | do not feel gathered together. 

Astrology seems, so far, only to confirm what one already knows and 
therefore our life which we cannot escape, has to be displaced by the thing we 
make. 

“The work is man’s escape from his entire horoscope.” (Yeats) 
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In any of the austere sciences of human nature one could find this truth, and this 
analogy. 


April 22 

At last sweet spring. | have a week to go before Yaddo. | feel like an 
invalid. Thin as ever. 

Missed the N.Y. scene entirely this year - what ever it means - that so 
leads the spur to the horses flank. much humbler than ever. But, if nothing else, 
it has the virtue of not confusing issues. Such issue as there is is mine with the 
inner world. Yes, better | know my own impulses (better to deal with them) than 
adding yet another fierce contumacious one. 

No such thing as drawing without displacing a world. | may be close to 
making a world but I’ve not yet dared (or known how) to make a mark on it. My 
generation makes many marks - but in water. 

The serious men who live lives, we, - we cannot regard seriously. We 
cannot regard seriously the serious man making art. 
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Yaddo May 10 1956 

Too easy for me this time. But the work, ach, so difficult. I’m impaled: on 
my method. Yet any other way has no appeal. Going back to plastic feelings 
whose roots are in some of first relatively unconscious things | did - that, maybe, 
yes. 

For me, color, is not for itself. It’s only the symbol; that too is a symbol so to 
speak. 

| cannot show anything. Like a cat who hides its young until they have 
eyes. When they are ready, they go from me quite naturally and | mind nothing 
they do or are done to. 


June 8 Yaddo 


Dear book and place of the inner life. No urge possesses me to write of 
the work of the struggle to which | have not given myself. But spurts of joy are 
coming to me like a great rain’s first fat drops. (It’s raining now heavily outside.) 
To often my impulse is to want a beholder. But out of this evil self indulgence, 
this pity, this pitiful martyred self pity | will get inner again, maybe. 

| suppose | will have to learn something. Now | am 
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so vulnerable | may let myself. 

Marcia to me today. ‘I am only going to be ugly, the ugly woman me, the 
same as Genet but, worse, a woman.’ 

Why do we almost think we can escape having to do this? Dear god we 
want the world of love. Dear god, | am visionless, - | cannot breath. 


June 9 
And | say all day weeping let me love, be loved, have the good life but if | 
look closely at those who do + have this | only see the fatal smugness. 





Now I can even make the mistake of believing | could be desired. 
In pain again. how did it happen? This sort of thing cannot only begin with 
me. 


Close to religion for what else, where else into what body can | go. How 
dare artists talk this way. 





[page 120] 


June 20. 

Few more days left to me at Yaddo. Wonderful form now - sailing with 
complete confidence. Talent is not all | possess. There are moments of 
intelligence in the last analysis which permits me to snatch these plasticities into 
an absolute. 


July 9. 1956 


Home a week from Yaddo. The 1st day the ego suffers its usual de-flatus. 
Whatever arrogance was achieved in privacy loses its purity and begins to look 
like gross vanity. So close always to a sense of nothing and not easy in my 
conscience besides (the work is not true - why oh why?) - a conscience which is 
never suffering no matter how wicked it is in human matters - except there - in 
that artist’s bone of me. | find as usual there is no beginning, no end, no middle 
only a sea of waiting. But in all I’ve grown quite tough to the outer world. I’m 
only ashamed for myself. But more | know what | need to water my garden. 
martyrdom, boredom, duties are not for me! These years have been a hoax. But 
| 
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cannot escape yet | cannot tell myself this hesitation is good for me. 

Vulnerability is my only way. But how horrid it looks on the outside. | have 
not many years yet. God let me be a little bit beautiful yet for a while - or of a 
freer spirit that is, not afraid to be hurt. How else can | know what must be 
known? It would be easier to be hurt if | knew my innate modesty were not to be 
offended. But | must go in to everything with all guards down. 

Yes, here at home | am capable of contemplative moments. At Yaddo that 
was impossible. [Do not be regretful; be grateful again for weeks which will feed 
you in the long winters of limitation) 


It is what we know that we see - not what we see that we know. Or that is 
of use. 


Dear friends I’ve found - once my critical chain mail was down - don’t 
abandon me. It takes courage, or it will take courage, to be my friend but what 
sights we could see together. 
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Honesty is my problem. My crucifix. Or will | settle for making? 


Aug 10 

What is this orgy of letter writing? to be flattered + attended? Yes, partly. 
But the deliciousness of this new form of friendship abandon almost, | haven’t 
known in years + it awakens me. It makes my mind want at least to be exact + 
responsible + pull as few punches as possible - lose if | must. | want, greedy 
thing, the whole hectic side of me, also the warm side, free, unguarded so | can 
more richly inside. Am | god help me lying again? Am | a liar after all? Do | 
merely use myself? Even put on the act for myself? 


Extract from letter Sept 4 

Yes, natural, honest, Tom, but doesn’t that require great art or 
learning else, as the child feels, our naturalness, honesty 
would be so much hay, thunder, matter. Honesty can be a 
dreadful bore, unless it finds the place where it can be 
received. I doubt that we can be very natural else why do we 
need to keep doing what we do do. In compensation we have a 
gift. If we can be natural in the other mode we wouldn’t need 
to make us of this gift. Natural (or maybe understood?) with 
characters like ourselves and that rarely, or in rarified 
atmospheres like Yaddo where all is done to render our impulses 
out of us like so much suet in the pan. For example. I would 
like more than anything in the world to be honest with you 
therefore I will first have to say that I am honestly a liar. 
Etc. The truth simply cannot be borne. It’s vulgar. It has to 
be held like an egg. if it’s broken it isn’t any more. It has 
to be embodied in the lie of artifice. What a risky business, 
what an unacceptable business. 
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But the very act of being natural is risky not only in 
overreaching bounds but because it’s not possible this way to 
control all that is to be understood. 

For example, you are the outside, far flung. I can bring a 
better side than is natural (it’s one thing to say one is a 


grump another to be such a grumpy corporeality) hanging heavily 
there). 


6th of September. Autumn in the air. The burning of brush and in the house 
wood smoke. Sap stirring energy rising. Mars close to the earth. 

| am going to try the new tactics of first statements. No more over-laying 
and over-laying. If | can - | ought say - because | know myself better now to 
make pronouncements. 

| feel excited by winter coming though | expect less + less from the outside. 
Still there is always something, perhaps, someone, new to contend with + to 
excite the imagination. A show this year too. We'll see. Yes, | inch along in my 
own way. | have less + less patience with other people’s. Less + less too am | 
going to consider myself as a candidate for heaven. It is a lie to want to be a 
good person too. to be good is for me a weakness. 

I’m sick with the waves of self-revelation | be having. Never again to be 
able to fool myself about some things. 

Well - that’s to the good. 
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How good it would be, though, once again to be able to surprise myself. 

Rage, rage, | rage too much. 

Now I’ve given Tom the test. Will he continue to be a correspondent? 

| must guard against envy of other people’s goods. And against the 
presumption (such as Marcia’s) that | deserve anything for merely being what | 
am. (which is so singularly what | choose.) 

My work today is without invention. | suppose invention can solve none of 
my problems. 


September 10. [1956] 


The pain of pleasure. 
Still we want the pain of pleasure. Even though the small conscious part of us in 
those moments watching us behave amuck, chaotic ecstatic, keen as a blade, 
says helplessly ‘but that’s not I.’ In the willingness to give up every thing that 
shocks the conscious part of us. And a measure of the pain lies in the separation 
of the parts of us. 
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Those who live for the flesh are not so separated from themselves | 
imagine. 


painting means we accept no standards of taste + hence - maybe - we make 
style. 


September 17 

Excitement of the season beginning - shows - my own set for November 
16 and the Whitney thing. And music. Perhaps too a little more energy than 
formerly. 

| shall have to watch my health particular the food | eat. Plain fair 
unseasoned and not rich because | tend to get sour easily now. 


terrible blow out with Marcia. The doing mine in this case. She was no different 
than usual. | have a real contempt for those with so singular a weakness of will + 
she for the opposite in me which she can only equate with lack of sensitivity + the 
“frightfully middle class.” 


[page 126] 


September 26. 

It’s only here that | need write of my fainting spirit. Is it because | am that 
weak | must compare myself with others? Yes shows coming up now and maybe 
if | were working now richly + securely | wouldn’t be at the mercy of a sense of 
having lied, as | am. 

Such a restlessness. The tranquility which | cannot work without - gone. 
As if | didn’t know where to begin. 

My nature doesn’t carry inside itself deep conviction, credo, architecture 
but will not transcend its moods. Yet | become more aware of this: still I’m 
powerless. 

| am no longer in love, moved by the syntax of painting alone. It makes me 
restless. 

Emotional excitation we are all constantly after says Robt. Am | jealous of 
the ways available to, say, Joan Mitchell or Grace Hartigan for emotional 
excitation. Theirs, heaven knows is never secret; a public act, a daring act. They 
make almost the life of the hero, an autobiography as well as paintings. And 
running along side of their pictures to give the works autobiographical 
authenticity in the public life. 
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May be because as yet they know they need to love but haven’t they do not 
grow in the work. 


Yes, | want autobiographical revelation (what | am now, today, yesterday, 
tomorrow) to be able to find its way specifically into the painting. 


Oct 10. 

Autumn leaves hardly a stain in this house in spite of its furious 
excitements and its quiet too. Tempo is too quick, too brio. 

What a time we live in! Biographic of painters of the past tell 


Oct 11 The alienation now is beginning. before, it was only hurt surprise. One 
has to work hard at the separation. There is no nice way. The broad blade must 
cut all the way to the bottom and then what was a tottering whole becomes two. 
When | began to write here 3 years ago | did | suppose because of the 
pain which was beginning to become a part of my life. 
Next time | will love. It is better to love than be loved. The arrogant 
presumption [7]. 
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| will suffer not half so much. 

It will be said (and | will try to be unselfish enough to let it be said) that the 
poor boy had it hard those many years and in spite of it produced something 
good. 


Oct 13 [1956] 

We don’t work from the specific, i.e. we make no reference to one person, a 
landscape, a particular bowl of fruit and flowers or a seascape - but to seascape, 
flowers in general. (cubism generalized and left the homely object for ‘all 
objects.’) Therefore we have no subject but the ‘artists orient.’ What is the 
meaning then of the direction of our stroke or the colors we choose? Meaningful, 
yes, when against ‘nature’ but when against what what? 


The last days I’m making countless etudes from life, drawing - thinking always 
how color + line can reproduce a more exact feeling or sensation. 
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Oct 18. 

I’m an invalid. | must settle for never being wholly well. 

| also vow never to bring my private life ‘out’ until my loyalty is fractured by 
an official move. The reason vindictiveness is part of divorce is only for defense; 
to defend against the loss of years, youth, the beauty of innocence - and 
because of the sense of outrage. 

| don’t suppose | can face not being anything. 

| have the sense I’m looked upon with contempt by many and especially 
those close to me. It could be psychosis, or, the truth. 

Why so weak | must have an occasion? | can’t afford the way of life which 
will help me best to work fully or am | merely ashamed to admit that | need 
occasions? 


When we love someone who refuses to love us in return we begin the 
process of self preservation. We listen greedily to the evil spoken of the one we 
love. If only we can have contempt than we can maybe feel him to be unworthy. 
Then 
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we can fall in love with our martyrdom. 
(Almost always the person we love is unworthy) 


Oct. 29. Extract from a letter to Yvonne [Thomas]3. 

What I don’t feel in them is finality. It’s what I think 
painting must do/have - such a statement is heretical, painting 
is not supposed to do anything - convince me of the absolute 
necessity of its every part. The at-stakeness which is our 
generation’s teleology, to get the heat of feeling down, to be 
‘there’, has given us, true, the freedom to paint as beautifully 
as possible. We have the lawmaker but not the judicary. We say 
to feel is good (by feel I mean the same as plastic) and that’s 
of course a great deal, the sine qua non, and there’s damn 
little of it really. If we equate this feeling with truth then 
what we say in our paintings is our truth. Without it, nothing. 
And you do speak the truth (at least the truth of your bright 
angel, not yet of the dark one). What I’m trying to say is that 
the truth has no shape, is not enough, cannot be gathered into 
its own shape and presented but has to be disguised, hidden 





3 http://Awww.hollistaggart.com/artists/yvonne-thomas 


away, wounded util it’s no longer itself, banished and then 
reprieved in the 11th hour. 


Nov. 8 

Post election blues.* 

| hear once again from Herb [Gold®] + | find his cocki-ness assuring and 
attractive. In the case of Tom Goethals | suppose I’ve expressed too flagrantly 
the farouche outlaw un-female side + have probably to retreat and forget about a 
correspondence. 


The temptation to be good is always with me now. How can | succeed in 
both this and the greed my work requires. 
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truth + the image of the egg. the daring artifice of the truth’s shape as gathered 
into the improbability of an egg. 


I’m still chafing over Titta’s equating me with her vapid daughter and 
accusing me of being ‘humble’ (one cannot help despising a little those upon 
whom one is dependent - vide Marcia’s contempt for us, me.) 


Nov 15. Now | do nothing but mark time. Over and over read Marcia’s 
poems. The reality of Marcia quite fades away and only a passion that searches 
for its form remains. Nothing can better illustrate the product + the maker and 
their divergence. Her poems have genuine theatricality (all theater in her life but 
so palely, lying, and pathetic: they’re not afraid of the caught breath and the 
tearing eye. 


Nov. 26. 

The opening was a success because | felt | had a few friends at last. How 
good those Yaddo people to stay and stay. 

Philip + | have it out after all these years. We talk about how we hate each 
other. He says | must ‘cast my 
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4 http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_States_ presidential election, 1956 





5 Herb referred - on March 7, 2021 - to their “shipboard romance” at Yaddo. 


bread.’ What’s wrong with my work is just that: | don’t live. In my heart | was 
triumphant because he was honest - or drunk? not indifferent. 

I’ll never escape him. | don’t try, really. but it’s one thing to be secretive (I 
can’t help it except where | deeply trust an intimacy) and another to ‘try to live.’ 
It is not always public, to live, and it need not always appear on the outside a 
monsterdom. 


That night | couldn’t sleep. After the full day: the guilt, the shame, the pity, the 
weakness, each in turn tussled with me. Is my true weakness not the incapacity 
to be greedy, or to feel duty-bound but the love | have for my baby + my husband 
- such as it is, alas? | don’t analyze it. It’s there. That’s where | move when all is 
said and done. 
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Dec 1. 

NY proves a fiasco for me. Willful destruction of the personality. All the 
mixed desires, greed, ambition, hope, longing to be ‘able to be honest’ and to 
love (to b allowed to love) sift down to the lowest level and there nothing but self- 
hate + pity and hopelessness. 

My paintings are not much. Not much for a failure of concentration, 
honesty? Or not much because that’s all | am? 


How can | ask someone to be my occasion to live? Show me the man who 
will throw his bread on the waters without an occasion? 


Mea culpa. 

So many of the people maybe Philip too in NY want to be canonized for 
being monsters in their work + in their lives. At the heart of monster-dom is the 
fact it cannot be rewarded. The Gethsemane is invisible. 

Any moment of knowledge bravery love as it is born and perishes in the 
skull cannot be 
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praised, forsooth, seen! 


The nature of the monster is go for love and to love where it is impossible 
to be received. 


One ought say to the one one loves: | love you as | love myself, no more, 
no less. 


So many things which | knew well as idea | begin, wheepingly, to know as 
a reality. 


Dec 5. 
| long to be put to the test. Will | permit myself to be destroyed? | think 
always of the no of yes - and the yes of no - and in these ways always. 


This book, my lie. How else? 

No matter how much of ourselves we begin to see; thank heaven the 
whole escapes. Always, always | dream of living. | want the occasion to be so 
vast so importunate, - the brain will release its grip on my body and will let my 
body live. 

Marcia, too, | see, thinks of saints. 
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Dec 6. The Prix de Rome application off. 

In all ways to be greedy + self-indulgent, to long to be ‘relieved’ of my self, 
to ask for pity - except for one: that which looks as if it were merely my nature 
and therefore easy - Loyalty. The effort of loyalty is not easy. It has to be put to 
the test every day. Close my mouth always | must everyday. This | suppose | 
believe is most brutish of human instincts, - it doesn’t open doors for example - 
but if | can carry it around with me more or less intact will | not contribute to the 
saving of the drowning ones around me? 





Feb. 3 1957 


I’m afraid as regards jobs (Berea offered me position) | permit myself easily 
to be coaxed out of freedom. This longing for freedom and the co-existant sense 
of duty are what amount to, | suppose, my horoscope - my opposition and my 
square. 

We neither of us have courage, Robt + | and we persist in shameless 
dreams, - day dreaming. 

Maturity may well be the humility imparted from the 
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growing sense of the limitations of one’s character. 

Concert in 2 weeks of course | have not worked nearly hard enough. But | 
can see the art of perfecting could still be possible to me, even here. Yet that | 
don’t want or need. 

But the hum-drum | can resist. My life is a resistance to it. Rather eternal 
restlessness than half-hearted, yes. 

More and more an object or a personnage comes into my life which is the 
figuration of my life as a whole and as a thing apart from me. My life, you are not 
me. How many know this, | wonder? 


Feb 13 1957 


Concert in a few days. By now | know the pitfalls of the music so well that, 
in fact, | don’t know it at all. One can only after all try to make the whole sound 
right and not fret so about quality of the individual voices. Entrances yes, of 
course, but to ‘out do’ is against music. 
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March 3. 

The concert went off without hitch, better by far than | expected. Alice was 
not the race-horse winning the goal but always confident and in control. | played, 
for me, well. The sound that emerged had a curious innocent air that pleased 
me. 

Cut my finger badly and have been frightened and unwell for many 
nervous days now. To be made much of | may have longed for and probably felt 
| deserved before this but I’m more afraid of the position in which this places me. 
Bright in intuition and a fool in the mind. C’est moi. | keep telling myself if I’d had 
time | could have made a case for myself because | carry what knowledge I’ve 
acquired not on the surface of my mind but rather deeper - and such knowledge 
doesn’t emerge without the right outside conditions, the right questions and, to be 
sure, secrecy. And a feeling of a pact. 

Of two things | am afraid: one, | emerge before Robert[;] two, of Philip’s 
ambiguous feelings. 


The Prix de Rome rejects again; this time without even 
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bothering to look at the work. 


Why am | bothered when it’s whispered in my ear | may be considered the 
best woman painter in America? Will | always feel this profound inferiority? 
Curious, again it was said of the paintings, “they look like aerial maps.” I’ve 
never been in the air, never on the sea. 

The paintings most assuredly don’t have the heat of my second show, - of 
the few | liked then. 

It’s much harder to play pianissimos than fortes. | would rather my fortes 
came through concentration, relaxation, there-ness, not by applying the trowel of 
passion. 

| can’t look at my own paintings. | don’t like them when they’re finished. 
Robt says the same of anything he’s written. 

One little fragment of revenge is possible to me in all this. All the little 
scraps of nonsense and pictures I’ve given people over the years became that - 
what | wanted to give - not things to be bought in stores - will all of a sudden 
have value even for the wrong reason and will not seem to be so foolish. 

And maybe, again for the 
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wrong reason, | will be forgiven for what has seemed to be indifference, stupidity, 
pride in my relations with all the nice casual people one meets. Maybe, out of all 
this, | can be nicer, more human, less dishonest. 

At last, | think, | have some friends. Alex is so faithful - my clipping bureau, 
watching + rejoicing in me. That is rare. And for Tom | would like to be a friend. 
Perhaps I’ll never be able to do anything there but | can stand guard. 

| wouldn’t be surprised if Herb Gold writes now. 

For all these years | have nothing to be proud of except Robert + my being 
together. Would | be lost without his intelligence? | would like to say I’m learning 
how not to use it but to find my own. | shall have to. 


March 9 1957 

It doesn’t matter now so much that the picture was reproduced wrong way 
round and even the statement which looks harsh at first is not so fierce. So it has 
been much quieter than | expected. No one will after all challenge me. 

The problem is of course how | can be quiet and lie low and not even seem 
to chafe 
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which | don’t really do but Robert because he cannot help feel on the spot, has to 
believe | do. 

If this had not been, if all my ‘so important’ affairs had not been, maybe still 
there would have been for us the possibility of our coming together. “Why didn’t 
you make a man of me?’ says Robt + Why didn’t you make a woman of me?” say 
|. Hopeless, hopeless. Talk is all we have together, talk + helpless loyalty. Both 
of these factors tend to drive the wedge deeper between us. 

Each of us is a pitiable object to the other but it brings no tears. The tears 
are for ourselves. 

A letter from Toni without jealousy, quite pure + proud. 

A pity | couldn’t at least bring my family that. 


Working on a Mozart concerto + can foresee how nicely it could be put 
together, how calmly + gently it could be made to behave. 


There are people of exemplary generosity ... i.e. Aurik [?] - bringing over 
such an abundance of wonderful groceries. | like her - she is without affectations 
+ 
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has real insight. A good person + thank heaven, not neurotic. 


March 16. The week has passed and there have been no really difficult 
moments. Of course I’m disappointed - not a sign of life: that momentary flash of 
publicity will yield nothing I’m afraid. Robert’s ms out at last and no word about it 
either though no word is supposed to be out. Marcia is probably entirely right. D. 
MacDowell is just a business man. Something must break for him. 

My long langour is passing finally. | have 4 or 5 going and something 
should begin to materialize. | long for the innocent fury, of those first years of 
realization. Such a timid body of work, so fragile + pianissimo now. But one 
cannot invent a crescendo; it must possess one as the natural sequitor of feeling. 
It begins with a pianissimo. no elevator but climbing all the way. 
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March 21. 


Frank + | battle again. Inevitably he senses my lack of respect for him and 
| his for me. In matters of music no one could be touchier. One day | will tell him 
honestly how painful and mortifying his total indifference and lack of respect what 
| do has had from him: the pictures given him destroyed, lost, mouldered away. 
in one’s home, neighborhood, whatever never can one expect more than this. 


March 26. 

I’m required to write answer to questions having to do with my art viz-a-viz 
nature. Somewhere in the shuffle I’ve been labeled as a neo-abstract 
impressionist and have now to justify that position. None of the pictures | ever 
show demonstrate the uses | really put nature to. | use nature to show me what | 
am - how far I’ve come in innocence + lack of mannerism. And how like a rock | 
can become. 

| cannot honestly answer the question without avowing my first loyalty 
which is to the syntax of painting itself. 
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last paragraph of letter to Bauer 


I see on re-reading what I’ve written so far how very little 
indeed I’ve given you to go on. I’m in the presence of the laws 
of nature just as I’m in the presence of the laws of painting 
but how difficult it is to determine where precisely I do stand, 
or to give a name to what I’ve made. The destruction of art 
(another word for the making of it) has been going on a long 
time (only other artists can be the agency for this, of course), 
and now I suppose we have arrived quite naturally at a sort of 
pacific plateau where we are unwilling to trust much of anything 
except our own inner realities. This time will therefore not 
seem so black and white, so clear cut, nor will we have as many 
theories as the generation previous to us. our aims will be, or 
seem to be more ambiguous, and our subjects more precious and 
nostalgic, or appear less committed - we may even have the good 
will of the critics and the powers that be who will espouse us 
for the wrong reason; namely, that we seem to flatter their 
knowledge of what art is. Art makes itself and destroys itself. 
So, what you see - that impulse to go back to nature, is perhaps 
only an effort to lose a crippling self-consciousness, and to 
acquire a richness which can once again be destroyed. This 
perverse cycle is the personal autobiography of any painter. 


I’m certain | want less + less freedom in my medium. To be constricted, 
keyed so low, the choice reduced to the barest minimum, so that | can have 
some power. 

Pass the water through a narrow aperture and we have force. Give it 
freedom and we have: water. 


This week and a half without Robert has not made me conscious of 
solitude the way | have been frequently when he is here. | make a secret vow 
here that if he arrives with Gilbert under no consideration 
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no matter how dramatic or touching will | permit G. the use of the studio. 


Robert’s paper on Auden ought to make the poet’s hair stand on end, or 
weep a few self-knowing tears. It’s a beauty. I'll hold it up to him, too one day 
and to me. Let’s hope we can have such a moment of personal ease. 


April 2 

Concert rather a hapless affair all told. | for one couldn’t hear anything and 
was unable to make contact. Mele assures me one has to work within the limits 
of one’s possibilities - not to strain. And strain | do dreadfully. 

I’m too much divided | see this winter. 

Job possibility at Goucher College in Baltimore sounds promising and may 
be the instrument for change for us. Still | dread incurring vast boring 
responsibilities which may keep me from my work and at the same time conceive 
how effectively such a change may give me more confidence. 

| should not be at the mercy of having ‘to paint so nicely?’ 
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Titta unchanged [7], tired, untruthful after Italy. But today a little glimmer of 
feeling (it may have been at the time of her adventure that she wrote us the 
ecstatic letter.) 


April 5 

Reading Proust again. Something about his process like mine wants to 
be: to keep all the threads, no matter how incidental and ancillary, quivering and 
alive and workable. To have nothing that’s merely filler. Then he has a 
transparency, not of style, but of meaning which | want. 


| learn more now from writers than from painters. It’s a question of 
responsibility to the ‘idea’ for lack of a better word. Yet ‘idea’ is a tremulous affair 
for me. Robert says, what | know so well anyway about myself, how little of a 
conceptual artist | am; conceptual as Picasso or Cezanne are. 

6 inches of snow last night melting fast today, creating a dense palpable 
wetness. And the palpability is in the sound as well, the dripping and clatter of 
water. 

In spite of the succession of the days, their sameness, and the 
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total lack of interesting outside contact I’m never bored now. I’m not particularly 
fruitful. I’m in no genuine ferment. I’m without emotional excitement, without 
emotion of any kind and not eager for it - still | am not bored. | like the color of 
my days. 


April 9 

The most diabolical fact about the art mags is that they are in the hands of 
artists or worse, artists’ friends. 

In answer to Genaur, Time magazine and | venture to guess my own 
statement of magpie-dom, Hess’ paper: ‘The Unforgiveable crime.’ Only another 
Jewish-sophistic argument to preserve the vested interests of the commodity 
which he with the others invented. 

Really, | refuse to fret about it. | suppose the irritating personal fact of the 
matter is only that I’m not in the fray. Is this because, again, | need some little 
occasion to abet me in my way? 

Really, also, then, my statement to Bauer though it’s so unliterary as most 
painters refuse to be - heavens how they have possessed the word - is plain and 
accurate. What can | trust but my way? 
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The manure of the manners + styles of art is rather so dense as to prohibit 
the development of style. 

The theories, lives, ideas, - the extremities - come to seem more + more 
important than the work itself. The know-how not of making but of living + 
behaving + thinking, (maybe?) has become the raison d’étre. 

.... ‘but Goldberg can find room for Mme Recamier in the velocity of 
colors that he found in de Kooning”. . . 


.... ‘Style can be close to Manner as in A. Leslie’s scrawl of a de 
Kooning, and retain a full identity. . . 
Words cloud more than they clear. The bore of such a cap of false hair. 


April 11. 

Phone call from Marcia today. She has gotten the Guggenheim! We are 
so grateful and relieved and honestly happy for her. 

Even if it weren’t a question of money for her which it most singularly is, 
what a serene year of private exaltation it will be at last for her. 


| think at last | have come almost officially | might say to an understanding 
of what | must permit to 
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prevail viz-a-viz myself + my work. It is this: longing as | do to commit myself to 
the passion | know is somewhere in me, in my work yet still | have not found the 
right means to do so. Therefore rather than trust myself simply to passion which 
yet knows no form | am forced to develop the means with which one day, | feel 
quite sure, | will be able to make that passion abide. 

Is it better to demonstrate the passion at the expense of the inexorable 
performance of absolute, unalterable form or to sharpen the tools and bide one’s 
time? 

The act | commit is no less decadent than the act of committing oneself to 
expression without order. Both die if they haven’t the other. 


Feeler from New Paltz. Dossier out. 
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April 27. 

3 days before concert. Another on 6th. | vow not to do this again. | can’t 
departmentalize my activities. | can only concentrate. One activity is always at 
the expense of another. 

Robert off to Rhinebeck today to meet Obolensky. If | only had an absolute 
yes from one of the teaching jobs | could so much more effectively encourage 
him to be staunch to his book + books and not compromise any of his time on 
work for money. 


April 29. 


Finished book about Italy. Wept blissfully at the end. Why? Robert in 
good spirits. Obolensky admired his book + characters and the writing. 
Everything comes through and all that is required is more self-revelation. The 
very thing Robert anticipated would displease is what most singularly pleases. 
Yes yes so important to come up out of the mole-hole to the light else the thing 
we make tends to be easily frightened, pale, and nerveless. Courage is abetted 
by recognition sometimes. 

This summer - 4 months - | must finish my 5 and maybe six? | don’t know 
what the 
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year will bring job-wise, and if | fail to finish what it’s taken me all this year to 
begin it will all be merely a lost movement in the dark. [If | could only be sure of 
some definite position next year | might venture Yaddo or McDowell - the only 
way | can find the privacy, time, freedom to work to the limit.] 

Robert says my strong point publicity-wise is the motherhood/ art factor. 
Blast it, how crucifying it actually is. Impossible to keep a foot in each of two 
different streams at once. 

| feel stalemated now for 2 reasons - the concerts (happily over in a week) 
and the waiting for word from the colleges. 

| must now begin to think about what | can say to the Vassar girls next fall. 
| must be prepared else | may become mannered and self-conscious. | hope | 
shall have the courage to wear the Borsalino. That alone would be a feather in 
my Cap. 
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Astrology delightful because it gives a poetry to self-discovery. It purifies it. 


May 4. 

Trip to Goucher. The experience would teach me the lesson | never really 
learn because it was traumatic - traumatic after | rehashed to myself my behavior 
there. Destructive, violent, compulsive self-ness. To throw up the truth when it’s 
not asked for is no better than a lie. And that | most emphatically did. | did to 
such an extent it’s almost a joke. Robert gave it to me and | wept and am still not 
quite dry. 

Mine is not an easy way and besides I’m alone. Every day | have t find 
this out. But besides Jean’s way with Frank it’s easy. 

| should call Roger in out of the rain but | hate to interrupt his day dream. 


Truth is the only value | have. What is it? What | am when fully 
discharged. 
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An invalid | am in more ways than one. Crippled by fear, de-flatus, loss of 
faith, fatalism, morbidity. 

Think of Jacquot and she doesn’t have available to her even someone 
else’s pitying consciousness of the waste of her talents. 


She must bear all that awareness alone. Poor, strong, ruined great woman. 


What a flashing luminosity we have now in the landscape. The dogwood is 
perilously alert and the fruit trees shatter their petals like snow on the ground. 
The hemlocks are black green, the bark wet-black between which the new 
sensitive green of young oak. 
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May 13. 


This morning’s mail brings the cool, curt, rejection from Goucher. Thank 
heaven. | smart though under the blow but feel | can go on with my work no 
matter what and therefore | am relieved. After all | don’t want a career teaching. 
It will never be my vocation. All | need is to earn a little money, something 
steady. What was it Motherwell once said years ago, before he ever taught in a 
university? The university produces the gentleman and never can the artist 
shake hands with the gentleman without a loss of honesty. 

It is, however, only a question of my being a fox or learning to be one. 
Very likely | will never learn and therefore the world’s way will not be accessible 
to me; and | must never expect anything from that source. 
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May 15 

Feeler from Vassar. That appeals because it’s so close and the painter 
there, Alton Pickens, is the real article. | must above all things try to keep myself 
in check + remorselessly eradicate that confidential tone | always use. Wouldn't 
it, though, be delightful if my Goucher experience could be seen to have been 


first the unlucky dress-rehearsal night of a successful performance at Vassar? | 
must call New Paltz too but | hesitate until the Vassar interview. 

I’ve written 30 imaginary letters to Miss Spencer. But what use are credos, 
apologies per curriculum vitae. They have no place except here and the few with 
whom one can be genuinely confidential. 
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May 23. 

3 lost days taking care of Opa. 

The Vassar interview was utterly without order. | was taken to no deans or 
presidents. Perhaps this means that | was not to be considered a serious 
candidate? 

Alton Pickens + | could make a curious team. Opposites. He teaches 
them what he prizes but doesn’t have himself - pure surface + plasticity - and | 
who have a natural sense of paint performance would want to have them learn 
what he processes - the immaculate ordered, designed, committed edge - 
renaissance pictures, accurate considered space. 
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[loose leaf from small lined journal w/2 pencil sketches of faces, titled “hero + 
poet” 
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April 30 - vision of evil 
hot water heater almost 
exploded 


oct. 10 1956 
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[List of paintings sold] 


Lou Pollack - gouache 1953 

John H[unintel] - gouache 1953 

Mrs. Jan Peerce - small painting 1950 
Mary Vorse - gouache 1952 

Margaret Lowery - gouache 1952 
Polly Hanson - “1951 


Mrs. Ames- “1952 destyed [destroyed?] 
Jeanette Andrew portrait 1954 


Jacob Lawrence drawing 1954 

Leon Edel- “* portrait 1954 

Walter Ashafkenburg drawing 1954 

Ella Gritte - gouache 1952 

Alphonso Ossorio - two oils (Il knew the body a Sea®) 1955 
(890) April 

Whitney Museum - (400) 1954 (I knew the body a sea) (no 3) 

David Raker - drawings (nudes) 1955 

Basi Van Rijn - collage 1955 (Xmas) 

Bertha Shaeffer - collage 1954 (85) 

Hyde Solomon drawing - 1956 

Elizabeth- “5 1953 

Alex Szyogy - portraits + drawings 1952-1956 

Lou Pollack drawings 

A Bongariz - painting - drawing 1956 

Sylvia Wager - portrait 1956 

Herbert Gold “ 1956 

Marianne Erlich - “ 1956 





6 Marcia’s Nardi’s poem title 
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Paintings Out 
Yvonne Thomas 





Panel - from the Kingdom 1951 (oil) (200) 
panel ? 1951 (oil) 
collage 1952 
assorted drawings 1949- 
M. Yektai - painting 1951 (oil) 
Presser - Grissaille 1951 64x48 oil (25) 
S. Cross - collage 1952 
Marian Pollack - drawing - 1953 
gouache 
Betty Crane - painting - oil 1947 
Mele - 3 small oils - 1947-51 
Clearwater Florida - small panel 1951 
Toni Glatter” - gouache - 1952 *painting on paper 1952 
Kreidl? - Boston, Mass. chinese figure 1952 
(60) small panel (oil) 1950 
(60) drawings 
Titta Van Rijn - portrait- 1951 collage 1955 
gouache - 1953 horse painting 1956 
Rotron - mural 1952 (275) 
painting 1951 
Tavelli - collage 1952 
Motherwell - collage 1952 
? Harriet Peters - drawing 1952 (50) 
? Greenberg - collage 1952 
R. Klein - on Burlap - 1949 200. 
drawings - 1949 - 52 
mural - 1951 
Friends of Klein - painting - 1949 100 
drawings + gouaches - 1950 - 
Kingston ? - Burlap - 1949 
Dachine Rainer - small painting 1949 drawings 1955-56 


Ellen Mayer - painting 1945 











7 Antoinette “Toni” Beck Glatter, later Antoinette Beck Bosner, RB’s younger sister 


[loose piece of paper] 

I suppose I was grave then with the gravity unconscious of 
itself. and I suppose I needed then words whose meanings I 
didn’t know to tell myself something exact which in that instant 
I knew clearly exactly. But children take no pride in 
communicating subtle discoveries. Their pride in fact if 
anything is to preserve their childhood intact as long as 
possible, to preserve the priviledge of childhood which is to be 
loved in spite of everything. 

Miss P said as she guided her flower out of danger of the 
barberry hedge I hope you’1l be better soon, child. Will she 


ever be. . . . better? No, but it’s not her, it’s us. She’s 
never not happy. you know. I played The Swan in school. I 
felt singular and incorruptible... Roses were in full abundant 


bloom. I looked ardently at my belly button to see when I would 
have a baby. My mother said I was never paying attention. 
Sometimes I would see Miss ad Flower but I always pretended I 
didn’t, chasing after something or other. My life and myself 
came together again as if they’d never been apart. 


